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DEDICATION. 



TO those CfetUiemm who formed a 
Committee^ a»d the numerous Subscribersp 
fDho have also used every exertion^ to save 
from distresSf a poor Bard^ now in the 
decUne oflifef he eannat possibly express 
hk feeUngs ofgrai^imde:they ought to 
oting to him $vhUe possesswg the power . 
4jf reflection. 

To serve my frjends, would afford 
pkaswrej beyond description ; hutj alas! 
such ismypresentsUuationfthat all efforts, 
^however destrabky would only prove fruits 
less. However great my anxiety may 
he, with req^ed to the PubUcation, now 
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in the presSf I have not the vanity to vma- 

gine thecanients wiU^aamwe an et^htened 

• . , • , *•' . , 

reader; yet, should a few fed grai^ied 
on perusing the effusions of an unlettered 
Author J it mtt be a simple j hut student 
proof, that hisUme hath not been altoge^ 
ther miS'fpent. \ 

Hope ought to animate r^ heart of 
man in whatever sphere he moves; aU 
though she too often proves a sgreny 
drawing nrndiers fifym happing mi^ 
sery. . T%e kiMness hf mg feUow-crea^^^ 
tures has been so great, as. to afford me a 
pleasing prospect through life. . This was 
what I had no right to expect. ^ But what" 
ei^ man is doomed to bear, he mag 
ju^g exclaim, .\ 

^ Who knovt what changefal firtune i^f^j^ii^^ * 



DEDICATION. Vn 

Ta THE SUBSCRIBERS, 

/ b^ leave to dedicate this Work, with 
keart'feU thanks; and if it fails in yidd- 
ing pleasure J I am conscious it wiU not 
give offence. That heaUh, happiness^ 
peace f and plenty , may long he their com^ 
panions, is the sincere nnsh of 

Their obliged ^ 

And obedient Servdntf 

BOBERT ANDERSON. 



TO THE READER. 



When tlie Mends of Mr. Anderson announced their 
intention of publishing his Poems hy subscriptioa, 
I was requested to furnish a Memoir of his Life> 
with a few remarks on his poetry, and an Essay on 
the character, manners, and customs of the Cumber- 
land peasantry. With respect to the Memoir, as I 
was unacquainted with the early part of his life, it 
became necessary to write to him, in order to acquire 
from his own pen that information concerning his 
early years which I could not expect to obtain, m so 
complete and correct a form, from any other source. 

This reply furnished me with not only the par* 
ticulars'which I requested concerning his early 
youth, but also entered into an ample detail of the 
principal incidents of his life from his childhood to 
the present day. It forms, indeed, so copious and 
interesting a narrative, and is written in a style of 
such unaffected simplicity and openness, that the 
reader will not regret to find it supplying the place 
of mif intended Memoir. 

• THOMAS SANDERSON. 

KiaKLIKTON. 
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X LETT£R. 

TO MIL THOS. SANDERSON. 

DbarSib^ 

. I tflianr&di liaTeseiit you not only the 
infimnatioii which you requested, but also a correct 
and detailed account of tM^hief occurrences of my 
li&^ fiom infiuicy to the present time 

Never was it my intention to nubli«h the wpik 
albqut to. be oSbred tp the public; ogat such was ihi^ 
vrtik of my pimierous fri^qids^ merely tp i^rve m 
Auftor, in^Qse highest ambition has been to paint 
the simple scenery of nature^ and describe truly th9 
manners and custon^ of his native county. To th^ 
will oi sudi^ my pride shall ever be to bow with 
diearfiilness. 

In offering to* you^ Sir, a bioeii^hiK^ sketch of 
mfseV, I am led to do that which causes more pain 
timn pleasure: but at your request, with diffidence, 
I fi>rward the enclosed narrative; fhmi which you l 
will select, according to your judgment, and com- 
mit the MS. to the names. 

iliOng have 1 admired your virtues; and long have 
I felt proud in the enjoyment of your friendship. 
Never did mortal esteem a fellow-creature more, 
than I do the author of " ^otes to the Cumberland^ 
Ballads;" and like you, my great^t anxiety is^ ijti 
retirement to bow to the grave. 

With every wish for your happing, not only in 
this world, but a better; believe me, dear Sir, 

Tour's, with sincerity, 

ROBERT ANDERSON. 

CAaLISLC. 
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MEMOIR OF THE AUTHOR, 

WRITTEN BY HIMSELF. 



J^T six o'dock^ on the snowy morning of February 
Ist^ 1770^ I beheU the light of this wild world; 
and first drew breath at the Dam Side^ parish of 
St. Mary^ in the suburbs of this antient city ; a 
poor little tender being, scarce worth the trouble of 
rearing. Old Isbel, the midwife, who had assisted 
at the birth of thousands, entertained many fears 
that I was only sent to peep around me, shed tears, 
and leave them : Accordingly, '^ Ere twelve timer 
I'd seen the light, to the church they hurried me :* 
and I have sometimes had reason to exclaim, _ 
Oh ! that near my &thers they that day had buried me ! 

The youngest of nine children, bom of parents get- 
ting up in years, whom poverty had with all their 
Idndred kept in bondage, knowing only hard labour 
and crosses; well do I remember the fond caresses 
of my beloved mother. Oft did I get the halfpenny 
to spend, that could ill be spared, besides expert- 
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eaaag indulgenoes unknown to my brotliers and 
asten. Mankind ooglit to condemn this bHnd pre- 
judioe of parents, in fitvour of any child ; especially, 
as U lia^pins tttooiig 1^ wealdiy, an -wA as the 
iodostrioos poor, that the youngest «r the most idle 
is ofttimes the greatest ftyourite. On &e other 
handy harsh treatment M^t carefiifiy to he avoid- 
ed; once we find it drive many to wretefaedntaB, 
ptoslltatioiij and ihe gaHowsa 

At an early 1^, I was placed In a Charity Sdiodi; 
supported at tiiat time by the Deatt and Chapter of 
Cariisle, finr diildreti only. Blessed he the histiCu- 
1618 and enooungets of such stiminari^; Who place 
ibe ofipringof the labottrfng c^a*^ in the true 
Mad to knowldl^ and to happtness in a iutulit 
atate! Still do I remember A(^ neat drete, abw 
tpeedi, pkdd eount^nanoe^ ifiiy evety fifitiiie of 
l^sod old Ifrs* Addison, the teaser; who might 
probably be related to the immortal author of 
•* Cato,** and <« The SpecUtor;** but unlike bim 
who published to the world lessons of wisdom, she 
only gave instructions in leading and plain sewing : 
yet as Shenston observes, 

" Bi|^t wdl die knew etch temper to desoy.** 
Having sto&d my lettersi ^ see-nw drone of the 
*« Primer," and waded thxoi;^ the <* feadb^ Hade 



Easy," w4 " 1^^'fk S^inir Vff^f I was now 

^m^ 9Vfir to % }ms^ hm» m^isr iinto»d«v 19 
lomrMg^; a^ W(ler liiiR His 

figuie w«8j|bi3fup to tittl: 4f lb$ saiad l^i^^ of Jji 

Iiaustible treamuy of hiamour^ without lis^vufg w^ 

miflfr Mi istw) ; BvA under 1^, 

^^^li^hqpk tl^ cod I Bfeai thoaei hapi^jF d^jnk** 

iaifi taiupt^ij^, th/|it Ua few poor sfi^vedrlcx^^ng 

|^9jfi^ ^c^ UQk he o^niiA^red a Icui. H^aJL^ 

BFa^TB a^#fr^9K9 to iMp^op^imy ^in^ up t^ hinlij} 

^ Eden ojr Cald^w^ fear a^ulik purppse: Fu9$^ 
proud waa I to can^ for ip^ master the iqpecldedr 
jloiUj fpaH floundpr^ or silver Gey: andif di^ap- 
jointed, I was employed gat^enag oQltWopt^ hit- 
tany^ grouBd-ivj^ and, various h^l)is> aocordiogte; 
i^ys instructions. Theae he used aa suhstkutes for 
t^; heing forced hy poverty, like too many, Uh 
what he otherwise would have despised. As he> at > 
|U times, shewed a great fondness fi)r m^, I am led 
to suppose, it was during our Suiomer aFipuraions, 
that an attachment to rund scenery first stole over 
[^y youthful mind* The love of nature, wh^ie die 
i^eins tp sayj) 
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^ Behold me, tnsn, in all my wild altire TV . * ^ 
grew witli me from thtt period to maidiood^;^ aod ^ 
the dearent Ynah of my heatt has ever beei^ to ereep : 
into retiraaienti where^ ia peace, I might ^t^rike -the 
weiak strings of my harp, a few 3Peais be£ire Ufifr's i 
dosii^scaie. -^i' V' 

At this period a circumstaneo 'took pbce yMA [ 
endsmgdred my life. Being detained at school lat^r- " 
thiui my comi^e^, on crossing a few stones' pkoed^^) 
in a part of the river Caldew^ my foot sUpped, and:i] 
I lell unseen into the deep. Fortunatdi^]! anoUj 
WOTian, ^i^iose 'face and figure are; stiB helbi»']lift^i 
in getting a paii c^ water, heheld ^ weak^'pkii^';: 
ing^ or ri^er sinking victim; and wi&idiffieoky.^x 
was saved. l^ibotherihiedtearaoverhbr^bSeiichedriq || 
child/and I was ordered to bed till my doihf s wereli ! | ] 
dried : » for sitich was the . poverty of the fandly^ liri^ 
could fiotveckon more tibah one suit at a ttine* .« '<'tH 

My ^parents/ who could not only> read> but de-* ' • 
lig^ited in- readSfigy iindiag I did no|^iMJceiJi>pi!iog«sii^ 
equal td^eir sanguine expectaticms^ pke&dmetn3deiF>ic 
Mr. Isaac Ritison^ in the Quc^er's sdiodi'': tbli^ ih'X i 
few weeks, that learned and ^ingemoos- matt left tOie -^ 
dty for a short ^time. ' He was bom at' Eamont^* 
Bridge, near P^irith, in 1761 ; and such was his 
progress in learning, that at nine years of age^ he - 
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liad made a great pfoficienc3r in the Greek language. 

As a proof of ihe aeuteness of Ids id^, he undei^ 

stood the propontions of Endid almost oh the first 

perusal. At the age of suLteen, he commenced' 

teaching in Carli^; and although much esteemed 

by the inhabitants, he resigned his sdiool about two^ 

years afterwards, ffis poetical attempts discover a 

yitfiM fanaginatton; but harmony seems not to have' 

engrossed much 6f his attendon : indeed we seldom- 

lind a talent fi>r poetry and mathematics in any 

person. For some time he studied medicine in 

Edinborgh; and there formed an intimacy with liibe' 

eelebrated Dr. Brown; whose eccentricity of man** 

ners bore a strong nmilarity to his own. He next' 

jntxseeded io Ixmdon, where he Hved by his literaiy 

labours, principally a reviewer in periodical works; 

and there published a tranflation of '^ Homer's 

Hymn to Venus.-'* In an obscure lodging, at IsHng^i' 

ton, he departed this life, aged* 27 years. 

Anioiig our neighbours was a decent industrious 
old woman, hoin in the Highlands of Scotland: 
proud iad I &el to rim her errands; and at her fire 
side I spent many a winter evening, delighted be* 
yond measure, with the wild Scottitih ballads whidi 
she taught me, '-^hile labouring at- her wheel. 
Cilderoy> Jc^mny Armstrong, Sir James the Rosd, 

Vol. r. c 
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Lord Tkqnms and fiar Km^V^, T\^ Didce 
dsm and his three daughters, Barbaij j^m&iiy «iid 
Binoriei were my greatest &yourite9^ Frmihis 
cheerful, kind-hearted, well-informed creatine^ I 
imhihed the love of soBg^ which hfia tp the 
day ao particularly engaged my atteiit^xu 

My pareuts now felt ha];^y ini placii^ m^ ui 
my last and best tutor^ Mr. Waljter^M^tf a> 1^091^4 
smd truly respectable charact^. He was b^Hrn .a^ 
Archer Beck Side^ Cannobie, Dun^ifriesshisef f^d 
like many, &lt anxious in early li^, Jo courjt.,^ 
smiles of-coy fortune in another coujitiy ; cpnaqionjj^ 
no doubt, that virtue when combined wifh indu^^> 
would obtain a just reward. He ba^ .nQw:.l^]a^ |^ 
teacher in Carlisle, upwards of 54 y^ipi:^,\ jeM 



by all ranks, in the town and neigl^bour^oo^. ^,JI^ 
religious principle, modest, denieaiior, and .sl^t 
attention to his numerous pupUs^^ will, ^i^se Jbij 
name to be revered, long af^r he has sifnk |q |h^ 
silent tomb. As a tutor,, he will ^'^^ b^, ^Wh 
led; and never could this antientpity boa^ e|C oji^ 
more anxious to check those under his caar^; /^Jli^ 
jhe justly supposed them in pursuit of what nijght 
in the end lead to ruin. He was a bit^^r en^m;$c,.tf 
laoise, sloth, filth/ idleness; or whate^^i; .xn^}^ 
draw the mind* from virtue: but afWAye^ ^wed a 
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* ' 'J 

jfisit piraftfit^ €b sucli ti ^iiS projief tittciiBbii tb 

li^ A^ool 4iitie& 

TI16 &8fli of aii iHiiiiiT)fe wiib &nd d&uglitet 

tteCIIN^ dnSibd in &b venerable tea&et, lum in 

iSidiglity second year, a depresabn of qporits; and^ 

■wHHiout dMl)t, deeaiidned irameroiu infinnitie^ 

^§itv6^M¥b no^ forced I^t^ vcp a professiori^ 

'MtiEill^irifevded d^figm to and otbenL 

l^-cKkf amuiiemettt daring Ms le&ore Itoois was 

reading; and When ^be weatlier p^rmhted, ^ en^ 

joyed a great pleasiire in angling ; an exexcisp that 

iojiires the health of too many, in all countries. 

' Under this worthy friend to nian]dnd, I *made a 

^onsMerable pragrew in aritlraietit^ though to this 

neeessjBoy brandi of education, I alwa^ fth^a strong 

ii^eMon; i^'wdtadd much rather have punned the 

H0tfy ot ff^^amar, of Wliich I never attained any 

^jSiact IftdWtedg^: but one oif the leading duties q£ 

'^'i^m, is, to bow to the w21 of his parents ; and 

^&^ durti^, 'my fiiends well know,. I felt a ^easurtd 

M^fid^^ng. It now i^ords, on reflection, ihh 

^xaskft imfdt<>yed happinfsa I ^oy, or wish &r; 

'* :t^ ^ong after this, I experienced the greatest 

%)A''ldthertd^kndwh^ in the deatk of in attentm 

tttid'ttflRicdoiiate mother. 

To check the erron in a tbinldng child.*^ 



I w>* 



She was of a cxmsuinpiiTe habit/ asid feduedt ft 
that of a skeleton^ by apamful aisdlingeviagSkMi 
iter sufferings^ er&a. now draw fiirt;h .flMUi|r a tear; 
and mj prayer is^ that mine may be bone ^xnihtiM 
same degree of Christian fortitude. Tlus^dkeck 
greatly affected our numerous fiunily ; ait^ although 
the sound of the earth on a paxelifs oai&tk iiroftis 
soon foigotten by youth, yet a Ixmg eoiifse of yeslnljtts 
not been able to erase the imjffession fipom mjnkQA» 

^ I think cxf eye^t hmg WMb'd4br hmxfl^ 
"Wheii joyous home from schCK^ I fleWy . 

iUid 'iHtb «ifi^tioii*8 dearest jkissy . 
My arms around her neck I threw : 

Tho? luxury our hoard ne'er grac'd^ 
- - '^fi&t poverty content was givM; " •^■'' 

And all that wealth or wisdom tbtst, ^^'^ 

Are nought, without this heotidl Heiikir*kl^«^r 
About the expintion of my tenth y^eaty ^^liss 
judged necessary for me to quit thesclidoli aiii earn 
a little by hard labour, whezewith' to assist a poor 
&ther, now become infirm. AltfaoHjg^'^^air^itooklof 
leaming was trifling, yet I felt exceedingly rej^ioed 
at the proposal; for, being d'a timid disposition^ I 
always crept to school, trembling, like a eulprit 
going to receive punishment; My fii«t labour laras 
under a brother, a calico prints; and at the &nA of 
the v^efik, well do I reiiiember Ihi^ hap^^neati^lf- 
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IbiMl to inseient my wages (one shiHing tad ns* 

Fipia iiiftiii^J was-foid of drawing, paiticulftfiy 
«lii]iudf> and to tbis MAuaeiiieot my evenings w^re 
fdiiefly devoted. 

;> v^JSnuatifflssiln^^ sisa*t pura plessurss spring.** 
9lMSse «ttde. effinrts, besides patting a few pence»iii 
jay^ppdcet, omsed me to be loc^Led up toby my com- 
IjSflaioiiSj aapetly artists would to a Gilpin; and also 
enabled 4Qe lo pspcuie oooasionally fiom a library 
ibe woilDS>«f Addison, Pope, Finding, and Smollet; 
but tbe perossl of poetry affinrded Ae greatest (dea* 
auxe. Since arriving at ibe years of manbood, I 
have fiequently smiled, on beholding in a cottage 
l>r £um hm^f many of my juvenile attempts at 
dz«wing«.^ Beipg i^elf-tangbt, they discover indua- 
but not , the^Utwnings of genius. 
iia^d«iige was, to be bound apprentice to a 
pattem^iaipiexj and in Nove^nber, 1783> I cheer- 
fidteir<m¥n^i!l90<t i the study of that business, under 
-jSr truly JEeiqpisi^ble eoncem, T. Losh & Co., Denton 
Hrimt^ niear Carlisle; where I enjoyed all the hap« 
-^pinesa aa industrious youth oould hope for, being 
Heated wiAevery mark of esteem. At this time I 
also tiKmed^my thoughts to the del%ht{ul science of 
'Aliil&^/im4 |ny jEatber purchased me a german flute. 
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natelj I got employment under one as amiable m'" 
the other was wicked 1 his kindness was ^like ^te'' 
of a parent ; he jproved more tiie companion tha^^^ 
asaaster; • ^■-■-''it- 

Whilst residing in the metropolis/ my greattflt^J 
pride was that of visiting Westminster AUbef ; and^) 
it would «ffi>rd me eqnal pleasure,' were 1 bow ft' 
iiBsident in that proud city. Mr. AMisoti jiist^r 
xibaerves, '' When we read the dates of- tibetomhsi^'' 
some that died yesterday, eioct oi^ters sot fitiiicbRBli^^ 
years ago, we (»nnot hdpebmidtsinsg^^t^datli^ 
when we shaSi iJI of us he ooteinpovaries ; tmd imfoBf; 
our appearance before our awftilJuflge togeilheiKi^^ 
To gase •0a the works of RouhiMae, or -Nbllekens^^ 
must indeed excite the admitatkm of ewty oneyoa^f , 
sessed of common feelings* 

In the year 1794, being <at VauxhaH C^rchns/f 
for the first lime, J hi^peaedluckByttofi^mr^^^l^: 
a pleasant yxmtl^ ii^ose^appeaiaaii^wasrtti^^i^-t^ 
speetable. We>feUeqiial^dlfl|gu8tedv'Mth]^^ 
the Ms^ wiittenlilftniQGk pastond Sdotti^^lf »[ 
and ^uppoiii^ a^nciif (»pal3iB^ pvodiij^%>/iN^aft 
might by tibe pttUle be consiiered equl^^oirfKillii^ 
Superior, onithei foUowiitg da^ I^wxofie >ftiii^x vfj^r 
<' Lucy Onty of Allend^," f'l«igh"ibrlib(€KriiI^ 
adore;* '/ The lorely iMwuj^Msid^/!^^ a^ 



mai V '^ H^cf Omf waa my first attempt at 
pdetieal campontion ; and was suggested fiomllaaN' 
u% ll^Nlir^»lalnifln fdst^ idate ^ fltety <£ the 
unfiictaiiate lofeiRs. Sli0frasi&etoaiitofl^ett%li«* 
IxyqA^ tfflig«»; Mdldus^ tlie sk^ iMi^^iiagQ^ 
rolmf l^oriiEttiilRMft fiieiid> '« KoBioarSaiMii cmtif 
lad^iMdllM gase^ «A» dicr)t> aj^ tltfwi^ &«^ 
«Hl^t«ieiNv3ttit to fM a kdk at iMi^ Jutfidt Wal^ 
«ite, tf iic^lbcnitbig &ruiaK% mi, fiewn MA liroiidir^ 
fiftigilf^ as a dncmv fNvtlKipnittdlxeto' #]io wonr 
befftflSectiam; l«l '^diseasa^ ^ oadoar wdrm/' 
^lOjpaA '4m licK damuA cfceek ; aiid ti&a Udonmig 
lifiii «iF jtamenfife ;dieid in ha: sdreotieEith yieari 
JhamaeUoni :simke iitemratds; bat liaitiited her 
^ngpf>.4r aHfiurvmtiteaeal^ thek idaaet^^ in 

a deB, near a rvrxAei; said era Icmg^ aieoordiiif txs 
ifiuaiit^ te MttUa lijriiiie i&de 0f las Locf. 
x'I%eal»vementiiOni^ scmgs^ with several o<di0n^ 
f-jaSitadt tO' mjf^riend, Hr; Haok^' a omposet of 
cU^N&f^ ii^i^iwci& aeilr to untsfe hy h&i^ aisi 
iv|rrttRrt:lpaatie cfiwiDir was sun^;^ bf MtmtP Fk^a; 
l«^:^^R»ndiB^ jQ 179^ with great vpj^lwwa, mA 
kfdifaaiooEdL TheoAits also obbdMsd llie flattevb 
lag appnAflAMi cif the pd^e ; to the gresft jof of 
-didmfithflb Fdr mjr service^ he gcantad ine free 
adrifiiritfD^lo tl&iKtidtfl^tfifl scenes of asatsen^xit; 

Vol. L a 
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visited by the first ranjb in London^ andl^e^eig^^ 
bourhood. 

About tbis time, I firequently attempted to ifmte: 
on a smaller scale than any other person had done. 
Sy candle light, and without the: aid.^xf glassed, t 
wrote the Ix)rd's Prayer, (>eed> Ten C^dunaad** 
ments,^ short Psalm, and my name^ cm the sine of. 
a sixpence;, which was givepi to a worthy friends; 
M:^ Palmer, of Driuy Lane Theatare. I also wrote 
the Lord's Prayer, twdive times, oq &e same si«e^ 
now in the possessbn of a lady> whose kindness wtd. 
beyond all expectation, Mrs. HoWAfiD, of Corby. 
Castle. It was then my inientum to write &e whol^ 
of the New Testament, whidb, with ease, I ooiii4 
have produced on a sheet of paper, twenty" two 
inches square; but finding this would ei^^ss the 
hoi\rs of leisure for some years, I declined the un* 
dertaking. i- - 

My poor fiither, whom I had regahxfy sapportet 
now paid me an unexpected, but pleaiang vi^t. - He 
was then in his seventy-sixth year; but wadkedfitnft 
Carlisle to London in six diays, a distance of 5ti 
■miles. Although tears of joy streamed down' die 
cheeks o£ each on meeting, yet it was with great 
ilifficulty. I prevail^ on him to- remain a.foftaight; 
&)t he could not bear the noise andbiotle of LdO" 
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don: heaooGaiiifl|g;l]rTetdnied to Carlide, in seven 
dajBj liigbly ddighted. I feel it impofisiUe tovwiite 
eonccmiiDg • him widiout shedding a tear; for the 
gsealest hap^iiiess I enjoy, now in -life's decline, is 
tiie Tefleetion of having fiilfilled my duty to him, 
whan I saw laid in his grave, in Autumn, 1807. 
Woold to God, all who have it in their power would 
ac^ iD^a^niSUor manner to a hdpless parent ! 

During the latter part of the time spent in Lon- 
don, I eiQoyed pleasure in the society of hoth sexes. 
'|jBti|.i|iy:amval in. the metropolis, I had not seen 
a piay perfixnned ; altiiough firom my boyish' years, 
the wocJes of our dramatic authors yielded me great 
delight; the Theatres Boyal, particularly Drury 
'Lane^> I visited whenevef my pocket woidd permit. 
A^iend, already mentioned, firefuentiy supplied me 
with oidenr; but diffidence ofttunes prevented me 
£nnn requesting that which a£brded him pleasure 



V In Qotol^,. 1^796, I bade adieu to friends, and 
Ibo Diligpd^ merely at the request of ah aged 
p9fs&^ '.. ^i^ letters stated him to be unhappily si« 
'^Ipit^^; and duty, from infimcy, still prompted me 
iHlaiEib^thmi. An ofi&r of employment was held out 
^cX«9ipe4>, Scott, Fpster, & Co. Carlisle; this I 
«4iinclp||d4» 7be^^ Uius obtained in my native 
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lOfusj^ pqw^'^eif^mm ^ fg>te»He « AMU 
cpd^ desire. I f|qppii«eG|^ fiatt»fiimdfl» whoiMi^ 
icaqne niiiiifro\|8^. avexyiirQef ii^.iig^^ In 1790» 
f^mltttioQ led m^, like too mmy f^f lay taolharmBBb*^ 
Viea^, to p^Wfihit vciHii»eof^pocaN^ 1^^ 
Mifpbel]^ luad de4i^tf4 IP Jt C- jC^j^lraP. ^. M.^B^ 
Fxoin jhls iffllbliffitiffli I vefiBMied Utile, mare iiiui 
dear4)oi:)giit piaise; ftr ^mniiggiig mhiflrihtwi; p^ 
8t9pd indebted to su^. ; ^ . 

I^ affqyijedf fflifl Hiy ^t99#^ to. |^,iP9pi9|i4if 
lj^ Cuml)iiaii feaam^ Y^^grmm ^pfiiii^ 

devir; l|^^i^t<m]i|r «9ll«d &|^ a jipilf >< i^^ 
ihaiikit ^tm ^ Jton^IAe .B^ 
iSOti im attempt ma^inf^deti^ 

B&own;) a^ J^^ pra^ W \^ mmi)^ 
nardcularlir^iiat of a xefnectaiUa and Jetusofid s&kfiid^ 

a i^u^ber Gff t^j^l^^ea^is^ piqcbcfl|^g|^Me9^|i» 
foOT a voh«^, whjip^ Wi|»>|€i||i|o|ite t!R»M,«|Htar 



tte tUte^^ CiMteland BaSaiB^'^ftt tliettrgent rei 
qaaf^'d my above-ixtetitioned hiedd, who was so kind 
as to ftoniA tioler to it. This publSeation did not at 
aO iaiipitnpei tny finances ; much of the 8al)8cription 
aitoi^ iftfi IM;' aiid wlmt was receired was barely 
miAtaeiikt40i4ksBt8f'^t expences atten^ng it. The 
%Nificy htmefek'f b^boming somewhat popular, the 
etttiMi was- soon exhiNfsted; and a ilew impression 
was sent iate ^b» worlds fi:em th6 press of Mr. 
MMtetUmi effl%fen, who purchased the copy-right. 
An 1M8, imeiiiet'/aiid f am seny id "satf, au incor<i 
liMIt «AMto;'%as^hlikhed. 
- (PnMrtk^ the second edition/ 1 departed from Car« 
iUe^ MaR^^fiOth/ at the eaniest fntieades of s 
Mend; hai^i!ii%^^hefMmiiBeef am^ sita« 

atieiif 4t BHobMeld^ in ^ene^hbouihood of Bel&st. 
On readiii^' Dtaifiies^ great was mj anxiety to 
pay the tributai^^ tear at tiie tomb of nature's Bard, 
B08BR¥ Bomifs; whose ftme* will increase, whilst 
Bf^rary merk has its admirers. It was this alone 
wMch xtidnced- me to prefer a journey through Scot- 
laind) to a abort saH from Maryport. The morning 
was so tonpcistneus, that it was wit& difficulty a 
M^iid oondueted me to the comer where his remain's 
were d^Msited. The deep snow hid l^e narrow 
aMBidi «ild tihe flat' atone laid over it; but the 
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tcodd^ipaihwaj' shewed the rei^ieet paid bjr strsu^ 
geis to the Bard's xoemQiy. The humble wBodpkgk 
did not certainly^ do his genius any degree of ji^slice. 
I read it with disgust; and with a hearl^t sighy 
accon^panied by a tear, plucked some, giass &Ma> his 
grave^ whieh yet remaiius in my possession* l^y 
Idqdy lamentcjd friend^ politely inlttidueed me to 
Mrs. Burns; who was pleased to place me on the 
dmir where the departed &Yourite of Scotia sang 
his '^ wood notes wild." Her situation rseenied 
ccmfortable^ her dress plain^ bitf Best :- and I could 
not help inwardly eitdaiinii^^ O ^t.mimkind had 
ps^ n^)re attention to him by whom fm|ure ages 
will be amused i*^I wrote a J^ lines on visiting 
his tomb; but finding it impossible te^^o jusdee to 
my feelings, ihe effusion wasr never shewn. My 
Muse accoi^anied me, notwithstanding theinole* 
mency of the season; and during^my pedestrian 
journey, amid heath-«overed hillsy chd with sniMNr, 
« The Mountain Bc^r/' and '' t}mYj^ ofxEli^'' 
were written : the first of which was p^iUiaiied im» 
mediately on my airival in Belfast* 

Owing to the times, and a wan t ofspirit ia the 
proprietors of BiookQeld, the piiiit>90ihs wieri^ 
closed, in le£» than tiyo yeai^ Pumii^ that pi»iod 
I had publi^ied much ip jthe Belf&^t.oeF^pec; 
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5)»bic1i led me to eajof thcf society of Mme literary* 
chsracters^ but too many pretenders to merit. An' 
^diea' to Erin, was written^ and about to be pub*' 
lished, when I met #itb an unexpected engagement,' 
at Canunokiey, six miles ftom Belfast. My lodg- 
ingbexewvtt at^tt reared fkrm bouse, with a peaceable 
finsiify ; but wbere the scenery of a bsn^n country" 
to a native of Carlisle was extremely unpleasant. 

It is much to be lamented, that no provision 
whoever i^eld out by the British Government, 
ta the poor of trdand^r The scenes diily witne«ied 
weite to me dtoeHBB^ ; yet, 'Wlnle suffering all a 
hunianiKnig eouldi bear, I never iS^und them sunk 
intoj a^ state of '^ niekneholyr C^eerfblness and hos^ 
ph8lityr4Eire^dM»^^hteaK{teristics of l^ country; and 
may sudr^be the ease whiles the Em^ald Me pro« 
ducesa Shai&rodci Duty soon led me to share my 
incsosae^'^ith ^9 . wretched and hel^ett ; which, my 
frModsHoveH JcAow^' added no Httk to the happinesft 
of nkmiry andr aaffixrded me true'pleesare. * Charity 
balk; >sb lihey are termed, were ftequently held; 
and At these I coBedted oonnderable sums, which, 
wi^ioutHdoabt, laved numbers from the grave. 
SubscripliMis weie liberally attended td tit the print- 
wcsil», M^eniii^r they were deemed hiecessary ; not 
only ^v|he wMch^ iamilies employed there, but 



tax the hd^pkip throiig^t ike veii^iBJfy^^ Qui, 
these ocpasion^ I wat mifenaly afyp^te^, jEnpllyNc;. 
i^d I still fnj for the hem^iieis of mjfdllAw, n^^i^. 
inea, whose henevoleaoe wilL «!ddomJi^,^li^^)^ 
Notwithttan£i]|^ lay «oiitiaual anxiety $e mistf^JiOf, 
hEethren in a itraage coiiiitrf j, I freqi)e|ntf]r^eg^Qp^^ 
enced the iqest haae aeka ef i|^;ia||jEu4ei. ereil^j^ 
life^ indeed^ has heon threatened hytWaeti^KRH i 
lieyer ofi^nded 1 

The many narrd^w esd^ I ka^^e >adr . we t^EB^, 
singular : one of them msy \^ stts^bjld. .Ah^^:^. 
year 1805^ aclexgymaB^ whomlhaflz^Qq^ 
my childhood, and would hanre done tQi^, thiiig. t6{ 
serve him, snapped a pistqi at loy hea^ acaisa ^ 
«Ball table; wlihont the least fir^YOf^tiev. Xh!i( 
happenened in Carlisle^ in tbe\|Nrese&ee^ teviQOili 
persons. , ..^ 

During the many years spest Jn ihe land of dhi^epE^ 
fulness, I own, my finbles too often led t0 mmgi^ 
Whether piin^ peer, pcelate^ or p^^iB^^^efr/^iy 
mortal 8uffi»;s justly fcr radu^;ii^ m 
and theie frequency lead to r^»t$xic(r 
late. Calico printing hafrii^g been cm^the jAf^^ 
for some years, thitough<?i)t < Ireland W? »^*W?*hffe 
England became neeessaiy; aiidii^th^.bcgji||[f^|9i§.4[^ 
March, I left Belfest i mPO^ t^ •m^QJ^'-JS^fg^ 
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and lim'ded at WHiteKafv^eh^^ a{^ a speedy anil 
pfiftsanf^'pa^aget' Su(£* joy U' affordecl me> to. 
£t¥iHi ^ Blms^ grdiind^' tHaVt'couId^'bave kneeled 
^EMhi^i^ aii(d^k^8diritie'^tH/ai^ multitude 

iimm (jti^i^'q^ -'['; \ _ .. ^ 

^i5fi'1syfaftft^*6arSste, -my'surpnse 'at' tte improve- 
ments tcflifli^tt^i^fitou^'altpari^ of tluis ^ticieht city, 
w&i%ieyddd de^iipti^ ' Few'persohsi on returning 
t^lffie piS^ ef fhiltf iati^iy, have es|)erienced more 
IdbiM^; libt M^^iii isiie' cbmpamoiis'of ybuth'or 
liitftfh^))lit W4£^ id me linKi^wn] 

Iff cdniSl^ii'eifee W 'in^ irehirn, a dinner' was ordered 
airSIK:<5i^l^/ W Gtey^^ Gcmt }' a^t wliJ^t^ a pu^ 
iAi;i)tis '^d'f^^Mt)^' paffy attended! MK Henry 
mm;:'mSmi^yM^ Humour lias amiised" iOl 
dasses, tras appointed 'president; and' tlie evehihg 
yii& spent ih^ ii* festive -mannerl which afforded a 
pleailtttlidMiigfirf reflation. \ / 

• At tllMPi^S^ ^thout any prospect of happiness^ 
iSfi'^'Stet 'St.' Mary's workhouse might afford^ my 
f^$ln£''yi^^S^%e to puhlish. Diffidence would 
fii^j^ei^t^ %e from niakSng such an attempt, 
fifeld%lbif^eleyt|r'fi)tc6d me to it. A Committee 
%i£^lppi&lhlkly^^ho have used every exertion to 
easuie nijrli^il^^ in the winter of Ii&; and the 
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same aiudetf lias b^en shewn hy numj duoq^^MOft 
tarious parts of the kingdonL 

in publishing this mmple Memoir of on^ '' mi* 
known to &me/' I consider it my- dul^ to give 
thanks to Mr. Robert Perrino^ Editor of the 
Carlisle Patriot, for the activity he has shewn in 
correcting t^ work for the press. Mb kindness cai 
only be forgotten^ when memory forsakes me. 

My only wish is to leave the noise of the towii| 
and in retixement to pillow my head in peace with 
mankind. Sweet is solitude^ where around Nfttuie 
opens her wide fieM for. cflotenp^lation. Thns situ* 
ated> the heart acquires jpati^ncey and the mixii be* 
comes accustomed to think; for we ibexQ behoMrtbe 
grandeur of the gre^t Creator's .wpr^ >Thj|i::)iar« 
monizes the soul^ leaving an ^csjuacj ^.JsAigj^- un* 
Jmown to the millions who glory ^ SQci^^ ,, 
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HE msxmers of the Cumbrian peasantry liave 
iindergone a great diange within the last half <cen« 
tury, espedally in the neighbourhood of manu&c- 
iuring towns. He who wishes to view them in 
their original simplicity^ must make a tour into 
those sequestered parts where herds and floghs con« 
stltute the chief wealth of the inhabitants^ and 
where the coun^^ unintersected by turnpike roads> 
presents to -the eye a widely extended Waste of 
uncultivated land. He will there find men who 
speak their sentiments with honest bluntness^ and 
v{stranger8 to the courtly phrases which the feshion- 
.able world has introduced as the standard of polite* 
ness) express themselves in the unstudied simplicity 
of nature, and, in every look and feature, discover 
the untutored feelings of the heart 

Hofl^tality is their distinguishing virtue. Should 
a stranger seek shelter in one of their cottages during 
a shower of rain^ or be induced to visit it firom mo- 
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tives of ctiriodt^r^ he is immediately accommodftteil 
with tbe best seat that their humble habii^^dli 

■ ■ . , _ . . . * 

affiirds : and after the hearth has been sw^ept dean, 
and the fire sn]^lied'wil^'ail additioi^ldiad of foel^ 
is invited to partake of their oateii cake> butter, and' 
cheese. If his taste'BII^'likfteieh vitiateid by mpie 
luxurious viands, this simple &re will not be VB^ 
poktabl^ t6 hifn ; fliiid the rfiore frMfKer u^ iaii 
bii&, th^ mote will it pmf^ hiOoi^m^ enl 
taineriiu On his departure, aghisf a^ wliiASi^ 
finrourite ' li^or of b. Oumbriafi borderlir^ Wilt'^H' 
p^Dbably offered td him > while a coMial tare w%i^' 
is pronounced by every mgdni im'kelSMSf. '^tM' 
U (Settakdj pt^tiness In th<e genuine- i^pc^ t^M, 

The houses of the inhabitants iii these^ 'ri^mt4 
districts, though seldom more than^a stoiy-hilra^, 
and covered generally with strawy aire neat dtK( comi- 
modibus structures^ sufficiently c^pabious %d' noia 
the fetmly, aid a visiting- lErietid or two. Kor uoi^ 
the interior of the building disappoint the ex^t^* 
tions raised by the exterior. The ^urnitur^' is* nfeitf 
though not costly, is nicely airarigedi'and, af leaii 
once a week, rec^ves a varnish Iroiif 'boil* ^'wieaJ 
Opposite to the wiildow usually stands what' the^^ da& 
a dresMT, which not dnofy contains sudi* earthen 



|jb|t^^^.]]^ io iulj tm$ Wt also an 

ji^jioc^l^l^ of pi^wter dishes trench^ra^ plggins, and 
foO^ npjisi^, on whid» time has ipipresaed his 
f^V^9 ai^ Trlii<?h the refinement of the age ha3 
inade iin^hiqiiable* The walls are neatlj white- 
w^el, ,MMAf^ in ffovfie pairts, ornamented with map» 
Hild pn^ta exeputod in naufficient style of elegance 
1^ pleasse the tastes of rustic ooniiaisseurs. Two or 
tbree shelves, affixed to the wall,^ contain the fitmily 
lihnMj. One q£ the chimney comers is generally 
pcpupied by i| massive arm. chair that has held a 
fim^^ with ti^ &r a century jor more» It is the 
IK^t^^ the venerable grands^re of the fiimily, and, 
4\]|:^ tibie wint<^ evenings^ is commonly surrounded 
Iqt a iironpe of boys and girls, listening to his '' taks 
cftke iifMi iff oU^^ihif deeds, (^ other d^s^* 
, it js pleasing to remark that the ^loral and reli« 
g^ous improvements of the inhabitants of these 4isr 
j^ricts liave iept pace with the amelioration of their 
external ^circumstances, and the increase of their 
domestic comforts. When we compare their condi* 
tion to that of their ^refathers before the union of 
the tifo Jdngdpras, in what a striking li^t appel^: 
^ |idvuit^s flowing from a free constitution, and 
the ipci^artii^, ^ministratiqiL of equable laws ! k ia 
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idiffieult 'to fiad adequate wurdt to 4«8CKSbe tlMc 
«itiiatibn doriiig the ioxnads of tlie MDfMroQi«l» 
Hie day was poised under perpotual alamn, iwl 
teven tiieir r^oae at ni^twas fi:eq[aen)dy brd^^)! 
4)7 the shouts of a maranding .paitjr^ and the imft, 
«iid cRY'of the ]^uiidered'pea8an;^ /Every tfaiq|v 
axnmd them incfeated their ahject pcfv e r ty a]i4; 
'wretchedness. Their hfthitatbna were but vm^^ 
l^ovels^ built of mud> covered with fern or, rus|i«|iii; 
and pervious to every shower that MH^ and to. everij 
blast that U^w. In these huts^ iroirgunded by ih^ 
shiyeriog pffsprii:^, involved in smoke, an4 alpaiMlj 
destitute of dothii^ they past the cold and dreagfr 
months of Winter. But let us turn from a pietiiqpli 
at which the heart sickens, toiipenes tha|; jqre g^iAii,^ 
fying to every patriotic heart* < j^- 

The union of the two king^ms, «t lexigth, i:^,) 
moved the evil which had long afflicted CHmb^^^ 
laud ; but the poverty of her peas^i^try co^tinii^j 
long after the original cause of ithad.ci^asedf, IlmfH^r 
ken down by a series of calamities, their i^iii^a 
could not rise to that vigour of thoqght, neeessaf^j. 
to project, and that energy of action, r^uisitolOit 
execute, any great and important enteqvi^. }^%i^' 
enly within the last half pentury, that they b^gMir|o 
rouse themselves £rom a state of me^^acj j»fi^ ^ 
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eitamf toremrtioiis that have inmSt CximlMkxii 
to> fatr ptoper itatkni among ber fister ooontaefl^ 
The fupeziov inteffigenoe of her peopte had hkea 
Iting^vfllaicffrladged: they ool3Fwaiife4iidU8€i7 and' 
esertko to tML, if not siuimms, their southern 
cmmtipfmea^ in aH Ihe artautibat improve or emhel* 
InirHft; Iiiiilttattire^ seieBoe, tmdeji maniifitoturea> 
and in tgdicvdtaie^ ^ey haro made^ cohdderahle 
ad ^a toa. llfheir agdbnltnsal impi^oveii^enta have 
heen peijiciiha]|K xiipid^. extenave> and- inqwrlalit 
ISiejr have ahnoal cvevsb where changed the aipect 
cf ibe ctegpitry^ and* ai^^flientBd ita opnknoe and 
p0{ndiiti£fn.: Eitenne oommons, whidi only a£i 
ftirdfadt a. aeanly pastmage to. a. &w halfi^tanwd 
ahe^ end^cattle; have been indoeed and^ cultivatedj 
and rendered- d^hle of producing Uutoriant cropa 
of gamni a|id: gBttflt lAlrttt^ 
coait«rtedinfoitteadoii% oaiamodiouB&rna-hiiildinga 
hW en^eled> aiidrtnlKeBingfiM&Utated by geodiroi^ 
aQ8igood:bfi^e^ * Bven^the moatatenle lands have 
beeii jilanted. v^th hodies, and other' hardy trees; 
audi by &eir^ tlirhsng plantations^ are qiade to eon- 
tiiMiiM to. Ife'g^nMd opisdenoe of the county. Such 
haVe^heeilihe adnev^emenis of Cumbrian industry. 
I4 the northern and eaaitem parts of Cumberlandj 
liffle attention was paid^, till of la^ years^ to the 
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«ttlMre rfcthid txtuL B^n^HBis aoaiy ofideitt Mnf* 
fljid act p< MBeW 'tli& tdtaptages flf ft 1^ifgp*ft4' 0fli i r i liiiM ' 

aideaBt iq^ a medbanie's liill» geiieidljrrHtiifiiid 
ikek ikmijr iuaAbkknk Nor lid ^i^ stj -date 
tiitt ike itdtifirttffitf of tiioirjBBi tboitt oaBteiid:liof 
yood thooo UiBMli^ kttoadi o&:ci[te||itf rJbniailiii 
liioald hafb tcalfted dmia to become j^bfgnv. : ^:j{> 
' Witk mpeet toifie potiBiiirjiif Uioee diifcia^ 
lew at tibai time eotfld raui, atid.' atffl Aieor^imfco 
acquamtod: Ivitii wzkfing-and MOliHnclK;^ . W 
tlitiv fligtttfwai became BeoBHaiy ^em^ k^ 
meat^ tkey ii^^ a erou, aa a teilimanf^ I alip|iertji ' 
tlMit the^t wflro^€&irtiatis> litou^ wenwiiMe 
to'wiit^ Iflwgriiaietif^n^daieiQp^ 
in^itei 00 u to-be cajfftble of eauyh^ji ^oB mi ^upirt i w 
kfty ooixmpoiidonoo "ivilii « diltalllf^ftieIld^^b0'lr|tf 
ooniidotM at ft^^ndig^ iff Ji^^ 
nllf ortplojrod j» as amamenib^tif tltooolvlio lw| 
not mate itibe wiM htrnta^-^ia^^ 
gmunl wattt^ of JeuiHi^dbet ant; homgPier,-dHk 
rioteriie tfae pejuaolr^ lbe'|Bemnrda(f.''^ Moit^faf 
tbem can loai, Wfile^ miA ea8llqi«eboiiliita. Ttf^ 
am(to «80 ottfe^-^Mir ^fwni^lnifei^ gpii 

* Ja tome ports of Cumberland, the prmorietor of a Jbnded . 



estate Ife ^t^rled a Mnfc 



Mxf limft/ Stu^ air 

MaiitMy Ifiikii vimpEfc9 an abiiil^r tot Tad> widi 
titewifhte «li»«ncl toiieettiow> i> citt^mr in jdie OU > 
oir^N^'TMtaBUol; and letnone «f ua 4eq[iifle . 
timi httmUec medioerity of leammg tibat veadbaa 
nit beyond diar l^LiN-ra book that briiigaaionola^ 
tiBiitfribi bte^ mate aE ibedirtnaea, to wUch ^ 
tteilaaeardiflUriiiriavida^ ofC^oviliaa^ad^aiftad 
oar ^tasKft ^Yotui^ man,** aiid tlie laaxned^ 
0*i JtdunaoM^ in bit last ilhieai, to « geatkiaan 
niio mim^ iia bbd««ide^ f' uttand la te odvieo of . 
awd^lOioJaiail^Meaieaaonlode^^ tiM» 

wiU^^^^lni 1^ ahoKfy i^pcar btfiMrhioMabiti . 

s)<Ogialtt«yca|B$ ^lii^ «bncatk«.^die ptawiitijr hat 
%tbtfiBB^^mMiigtia6mL\^ new feboQla; 

aaoMiTof iibbbjasofflidiDMred> «id thoMril mpportoi 
bf'^jpebnniaKyraRbfsiiiliaaB -wiangAlbo Joliriatanti^ 
ao!bg^'1iM»'4iiart(tf i^lMMoa ef^tbo le^^ • Wiiere dbo 
fMirtet^^/Mifladayiate Jto^lto 
iB^llie kidlloiB^iifrlMi^ ia nitt^ mklHhb^, m 

Wdealff tiund^^ateflefdabiUb^ aebooif aadjF 

jfiiifirbe Jut^Abashfii^ AtMbA^^ ba never ^ndi 

aipEeiiB^i Ifo iaq^ ^^iliis mode oC diang^y n)«a4 
t|oi^^ as every good bouaewife always provide^ 
agurast''^ WHi^TiB-pAY^ a ^€!(2 /ivord*, and a 
piece of beef or mutton* 



education of a Cumbrian peasaiit.: Tkayv are ^h^ 
structed in it bf.tlie pansk aledl^ or bjr aoaae iliae«« 
rant i^igctea&m; aadiB the eouonaof a^^&ar moalh^ 
by tka meana tif -a. good ear^ ao^ aitnnaiMe w^iks^ 
aeqnke aasuieksUll init^ aatus be able tOi gentile 
tbe taste of a (xmBtiy aiidianc^ at Iqaat a»^ araii 
accm»te.co«Witarion of flound eiUiends. . Aa>«D^^^ 
piinciples of tbe mwix, tbey and their in al f d cm a ^ 
axe equally ignoracit.. When tiie lobael bieatotq^ 
they who oooipofle^ the dioii^. aa4 he whfrleidiil^ ^ 
have gejaaifiOf 9k bail at dte» ^iUage ab^Mma^^l^^v 
order to ezperi^Me joys of a mof^Jmr^dtMnfiinmK 
than diene which ipnng &wal P9a&x»aiii#tlttf. ^ 
Fiddling, dandng, and diinldag eonti&ue lo at lale^^ 
hour: the divine strains, which they lateiy auag^^' 
are forgotten; «od the heaH shut against dlL IJMI^; 
devout ieeHngs wMeh they are cakuhited to inspiHD^ » 
A paactice so offbislTa ta every pioua and rdUgiouiii 
Bund, cannot certainly be tboFSoott:fliiolifllled. 

Most of the Cumbriaa peasantry are^ins^^nefeeiill 
their early yenrs in nAvema, l^ soaw itinerant 
pro!&88(Mr> who connnonly oarcpes nioienient inh^ 
heels than in his. head* His ^^ils are taught 
country dances, hornpipes, jigs,; and reds; and, i£ 
they have mjs^vigyms in, them,' g^Mially tttsda. 
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^ttiK ftftwnwDtfiil^ iiHrtrucliBii> ndkunt A31 
ngiliijp in 'the art> u to be able to amiue tbe fpn^ 
iafanrs ia A irttitie attoiiblT^iEoom. 

Dandmg bfts w rnuij advoestes aBon|p~ihe lowei^ 
«^<weU as amoni^'die bigker^ dasses ciibd ooBfteia« 
nift^>^^Miift4ortieBaa» it would probably be to iheur 
like ^dia^e^ cf poritaaieal ansteyityi bat I flhoiiU 
1^iliktiiattbetit&6 and money expcnfed in aoq^ 
xxog'tbie arty migbt be more iMcAilly applied. life 
ii^^oo^Aovt to waste any portion of it in firvrikraai 
a^lTJBiSSBidntoM^iKSufchas baveno tendency to adTanoe 
i^^ntiieseUeof tiniacmgibeiiigs. But tibe^volity of 
d^ndin^aB^WbepiuMad ovier> if it were not xepreii 
b^noNAifeia^ajnonl light Initttainiag tbe v^Hm 
kjlodimoveBiBnt'aBd tbBimai»azcd;Btq^ » g^l too 
o£|eii 4oa^ Ktboae retiring and sweetly biusbing 
gl|i^i^^ludb[.a:iRB tibe <;hief'OnisBnentB of ber sex; 
Fefir Mdders .^poetry aie sfcrcbgers to tbe besutifttl 
ep9apde;iQf PAi.]BiioN and LAVUfrA, in Thomson's 
Auitunin. ;v>itt:1i:aft£not the aeoompliiimientB acquired 
in^cdfiiieii^HKhad which 'stmek the heart of the 
geaev^tusi PAiASHoif, when - he observed Latinia 
gledningitirhis^field: it was '^ber na^i^ graoes-«ii 
hewrfmsyfef^tviiittes^^-her unaffected blushes— her 
iai0n-'^ai^ isf^^ darting aU iheir beams into the 
bloofli^ ii^mm^ that tnflle <' b?e and d«ste de» 
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nxe flpna^ in liit boioni." If ft pifaiteK iriafaei t» 
-^w a nnal Bbautv> with all the magic dmm 
of nature about lieri he nust not go into a danrifr 
4RXIBI lor an anhciype* 

^ Anadit all the fe%uing Jahaorg wliich hifiwiif 
'dilkm of life subjects him toi, the Cumbrian pnmt 
lias his ftstire seeneflb wbJch throw, a ten^poipij 
•aonshiBe around him; and: by the gratificntiOD^ 
irhidi they aflSnd to-i^oy* suspend the thoMghtl pf 
the hardships.aad toils of to^9wmmf*. In thess h0 
mingles with such ardour and vitad^, as if h^ 
fadonged rather to ihe train of Convs, than to tliofi^ 
terrestrial beings who joumeor ina.vale of porrqsiv; 
f Aift8> MfiiuiY<'NiQ»Ta> Un^oTfyandoiJieKfti^v^ 
meetings preset themseL?)^ in rapid suooeospoOf tt 
his ji^ous hearty and offor sufficieat channel for the 
most redundant flow of animal spirits* Of ih^ fiiini, 
iwUch take place in the diSerent towns of Cupijberr 
lluidy andat^ifferent seasons of the year^ tibat whit^ 
is held in tiie month of Augusts in the capital of 
the oDunty^ provincially called Corel fair, is of most 
estimation among the Cumbria^ youngiteirs. The 
bonny rural lasses in particular, who aie abut up 
asudst the recesses of woods, Ta]eS| and mountainsi 
are eager to partake of the diversions that it affoids; 
apd happy are they, if, on risix^ ftcon their pillow/^ 
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cm ^ mdirikg of the fesiiwe dft^r^ tliejrsM tk» 
ti^ettf'l^esBSS of the sin^ ^ the nefgUxniriiig hiMn 
imd fintests. The prepaonilory lafcoor ^en eonu 
meBceiiry widdh it to give aa elogantdeeanlHii te 
tdttilr ^escefi^, and xemo^v ^vcrf nimde, iliiat^ in ai^ 
dfeig^ee, ofaBKtizedtlm loBrtre oftiidtr Mtive beaatkft 
Kitti^iddiat^^ ettbcowtwd I7 flwu 

rlftlilti iRin% the^Mendeawnur to neelflro theBrtotheif 

fliSE; anoiy m case the kttcr ertkde gmhoNI be i«»< 
^ DbbiiAei3, "d^pa]^ of die' donteaU of^^dmm 
lci4il^^inM^£*' & iti^ ita plaee^ kit a^ 

l^%y;redkM In^xun tbe «r eetoess^ «^ tkthr nst^ 
& afi^li&atkMi^ of 809^ and water bteoities acmiiiiji 
i£i fiii6ve l3i(^ to thi^ erigiaiii fngncBca After 
^& ie^tentionlKas iKen pasi to their faeei, they en-^ 
ftir thei^ ttrardrdbe, an^ select fiK>m h the Mffit ^eu 
g^ '4ni^aA&mhV iiitm Thisv e^pped for 
nl^iig '^d^tiastr; thef inotnit their best nags, Ud, 
|ie% i^il)r ^In'th^ aar, reach the thisatce of aefikm/ 
j^^r arf^Bl^lilg ali their ringed and rihancU, wkicht 
Slli^b^n (feeompofeedtott the load/ tlM9rfaHiial&8 
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^ r^ J|f Uu^^oXQ^und ^RTord benpt perfectly classical, it is, 
at leaat, I thlnk^ pot indelicate, as it is often in the 
tnouths of ttij fkir cotuitry women, in the course of «' 
wwhii^g-day.' ^ ' • 

Vol. I. g 



i AN XSSAY^ &C. 

Streets iii parties, oonposed of individuals va^fying 
in the degrees of beanty, as well as in age and sta- 
ture. The most ordinary girl among them^ has, 
however, her use; she serves as a foil to her poni'* 
rades, to whom nature Has been more liberal other 
beauties. The whole party is so intimately con« 
nected one with another^ that the admirer of one of 
the damsels cannot, without a vidation of rustic 
gallantry, conduct her to a dandng-room, unaccxMU' 
panied by her companions. After they have been 
treated with cake and punch, with ji^ and reels, 
they return to the street to attract the attention of 
other admirers. On their return home, they are 
escorted by their several lovers, the most favoured 
of which are admitted to address them in love's 
sofb language, in some snug comer of their habitat 
tions, when the seniors of the £imily liave retired 
to rest The cakes, which they received in the day 
j&om their different paramours, are careftQly depo* 
sited at night in their chests ; and, in the morning, 
after being exhibited with no little ostentieition, male 
a luxurious repast for themselves^ and such as they 
invite to partake of it. 

A '' Merry-night" is, as its name imports, a 
night dedicated to mkth and festivity, and always 
takes place at some country ale-house, during the 
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Clirirtmas Bolidayfl. It is generally attended bjr a 
niunerous company of lads and lasses^ the pride and 
flower of the neigbbounng villages^ for whose enter* 
tainment the landlord takes care to provide pies of 
different kinds^ cards^ music, and a competent quan- 
tity of ale> whisky, gin, and rum. The dancing 
commences early in the evening, and continues^ 
with unabating spirit, till after midnight. The 
music, if it be not able to produce the wonderful 
eflfeets attributed to the strains of Orpheus,* has 
always sufficient powers to move the muscular 
limbs of an athletic ploughman^ and urge him to 
acts of agility, that often bring his head in contact 
Nith the ceiling, or beanos of the dancing-room-»a 
feat that never ftuls to give celebrity to a country 
performer. At the conclusion of a jig, the fiddler 
Doakes his instrument squeak out two notes that say, 
>r axe understood to say, " Kiss her /"-«a command 
ivhich the rustic youth immediately obeys, by giving 
his fair partner a salute equal, as &r as relates to 
wundi to that which Petbuchio bestowed upon 
nis bride : 



The poets 



Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floods^ 
Sbaksfeare's i' Mebcbakt of Venice.'* 
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<< Ke i«6k 4heMde about tlp^ ne^ 
And kissed hoc li|)s <vitk such a chuarCraui imacky 
That, at the parting all 4he church did echo !^ 

Shakspeare*8 ^^ Tamiko of the Shrew.** 

This^milianty between a dancing couple is of 

an antient standing. The anon3rmous author of an 

oSd poem, entitled " The use and abuse of daundng 

and nunstrelsie/' appears to think, in ihe following 

stan^a^ tliat a dance would give no ^Aeasure^ if not 

terminated by a parting salute: 

«( But some reply what fi)ol would daunce. 

If that when daunce were doene, 
Se may noting -a hAyes %8, 

l!9wt wfiich In dauKe he -woMk^ 

in IBlM&ifeaie'fl Henxf VfIL ^ f«oe wys «o 

hispaitaer: 

*< l93ereumaBniieflyto:td»7«n>oiit, 
jAjid Aot to kiaa you.** 

But jdlllieae«uite]lies in ^itoiut of Ae f rtmi, 
will not be aliiie to Iwq) it up, I £sar, against ikt 
refinements ef ihe age^ whidk, in some fparts cf 
Gttinbeilaiid, have, iaagnest measuse, already ieme 
it away, and induced the country girls to Jhe lev 
lavish of the balmy fragrance of their lips-— at least 
in public 

Merry-nights aie certainly well cakulated to 
&cilitate an intercourse between the two sexes. A 



cmxtAip comaonly oommenoes at thenij wiiich is 
cimfid <m b7 aa aidour of spirit that would have 
dime lioaour to a cavalier in the days of diivalry. 
Tke •enamofiued youths in order to escape tlie obser- 
yatiaa of bis inquisitive neighbours^ sets out £or the 
habitation <rf his dulcinea at a late hour of the 
nijght, mid often in the depth of winter, regardless 
of the inclemency of the weather^ of the badness cf 
the soadsy and of the moors, mosses, and hills that 
intervene between him and his £ur charmer. Hesur« 
mounts every difficulty, and annminres his arrival to 
has&ur one, 1^ a tap on the window of her chamber^ 
o^ which, if he be one of her £iivounte swains, she im<* 
mediately rises, and opens to him the Idtchen door. 
The wooing scene commences in one of the chimney 
comers, where a few embers diffuse a sort of glim^ 
mering light; and the lovers sekUim separate till the 
*^ an^t doiil darion"aniiounee8 the approach of day. 
As a well wisher to my &ir countrywomen, I cannot 
help tepresenting to them the danger and impro* 
priety of admitting the addresses of lovers during 
those hours of the night which are usually appro« 
priated to repose* Nothing move encourages unbe- 
comJBg fiiniiliarities, nothing more endangers female 
chastity, and taothiag more promotes the designs of 
tha iodncor^ th^ these nigbt^courisUps. A custom. 
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&om wHcb 80 many evils result, however general 
it may be, and whatever antiquity it may elaim, 
cannot be too soon abolished; and I am so much 
convinced of the general good sense and purity of 
the heart (^ the Cumbrian Fair, that I am eBOoa« 
rs^d to hope that, as soon as th^ reflect on the 
guilt and misery which it is likely to lead to, their 
virtue will take the alarm, and they will see the 
danger of admitting the viats of their lovecs ia ' 
improper situations and at hnproper times. 

An Upshot is a meeting among a niunber of 
merry-hearted swains and n3rmphs, most of them 
&nd of music and dancing, and all of them prepared 
to say to melancholy: 

*^ Hence, loathed Melakcholt, 
Of Cerberus and blackest midnight bom, 
In Stygian cave forlorn 

'Mongst horrid ahapes, and shrieks, and sights unholy. 
Find out some uncouth cell, 

Where brooding darkness spreads his jealous wings. 

And the night-raven sings; 

There under ebon shades, and low-browM rocks, 

As ragged as thy locks, 

' In dark Cimmerian desart ever dwelL** . 

MiLTON^s L* Allegro. 

It generally takes place in a Barn, during the sum* 
mer season, when there are no " merzy-nights'' to 



ftniinatbttelaggi|igimHnen1sofaleisaire1i(nir; and^ 

^ Thougfa no golden »amcet hang upon the walls^ 
To light the costly syppen and the haUs^*' 

tlie bumble assemUj-room i» commonly well iHu-* 
minated by a number of tallow-lights^ stuck in tin 
and inm sockets^ and sometimes in cloten sticks, 
and excavated turnips or potatoes ; and tbe com- 
pany are suffltiently regkled by liberal slices, of 
bread and ebeese/ and flowing bumpers of home- 
brewed ale. The dancd is always kept up with 
unabating spoit, till what Shkkspeare calls '' the 
witdiing time of night/' and, when it terminates, 
each rustic lover accompanies his fidr one to her 
own habitation. 

Among thepeasantry of Cumberland, a Wbddiko- 
DAY is one continued scene of mirth and feasting, 
fiom morning till midnight. Early in the day, the 
brid^;room, attended by a select party of his friends, 
w^ll mounted, and all in their holiday dresses, pro- 
ceed, at a quick trot; to the bride's house, where the 
nuptial festival is always held. On alighting, he 
takes a seat near his intended spouse, gives her a 
salute, and then joins the break&sting comj^any, in 
order, to taste something more substantial, if not as 
fragrant, than a lady's vermil lips. After banquet- 
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iiig amidst al! the luxuiies ei a tea-taUe^ he mi 
his friends le-moimt thdr hovaes, and, arcBmfnnied 
by the bride and hep retimie^ proceed^ at a steady- 
pace^ to the churchy sometimes animated on the 
road by the strains of the tioIih or bagpipe. 

*^ The pipers wind and take their post, 
And ga befinre to* cksar the coast." 

The Colhieb^ WsBOiiro*^ 

ThehddegToom, afler be is indi«dld^y umtdt to 

the maid of his choice, invites the c tf i Bptt i iy todte 

Tillage al&-hou8ie, wldch is often but a ftw psee8 

from the ehuTch ; §Gr, as an old satirist dtmrves, 

" Where'e* the Lord erects- a house of pray'ir, 
The deril ahraya bufldi « dapel nor;* 

With their courage elevated by drams and posdiy 

they rewmount their steeds, and, with the ardour of 

Newmaiiket sportsmen, coBtendl who shall first readi 

the bride's habitation. The victor at this Hymeniid: 

race rewarded by a kiss finom the bridemaid;, or what 

is more valuable to a man who hat more swcetiieaEtf 

than pence—* wilih a silken haiadkfTch]e£ 

Afiser dinner, the daneing comnences, the glatf 

dreulates briakly zound, to the heahh of &e ncw^ 

married eonple; anid dkes of bride-cake arsi thrio^ 

and sometimel oftener, put thteugk the weddi]igt*> 

ring, and given ta tlie unsianicd youagsfers, w}ie> 
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place them under their pillows^ in oonsequenee of 

which^ they have nothing hut sweet dreams of love 

and Hiarnage. When the hride has heen put to 

bed by her female attendants^ one of her stockings 

is thrown among the lads and lasses ; and the person 

whom it hits will^ it is supposed^ be sooner married 

than any other of the company./ 

Some of the Cumbrians, particularly those who 

are in poor circumstances^ have-on their entrance 

into the married state, what is called a bidding or 

BI0DBN WEDDING, at which a pecuniary collection 

is made among the company for the purpose of setn 

ting the wedded pair forwaipd in the world. It is 

always attended with music and dancing; and the 

fidler, when the contributions begin, takes care to 

remind the assembly of their duties, by notes imi-i 

tative of the; fpllpwing couplet : 

^< Cotne* my friends, and freely ofi^,. 
Here*s the Bride who has no Tocher.*^* 

* A'BRiDfiWAiNt or Infair is idso a festive meet* 

ing called together finr the same purpose, and held 

at the house of the bridegroom, when he brings 

home his 'bride and her * furniture. The whole 

• Bower. 
f The bride and her furniture were ftrmetly brought 
to the bridegroom*8 house in a waim orwaggon. 

Vol. I. h 



couhtiy^ &r seyeral miled rounds id i&titei to it, 
and variotis divetdons are exhibited fbr tilieilr eto&t^ 
fttmttent. A ]^te or disk is placed upon n table, 
where eveiy one of the company edntribntes accold^ 
ittg to his incHnJation and dycamsteaoes. The «mK 
tributions, amounting tofi^, and 80metimelil» ft 
hundred pounds, enable a cottj^ to begin the WfM 
witilftdrtotage; andateidsoaeonvinei]^ teatibtttibj 
of the high esthnation In wMch ih^ are held tf 
iheit neighbours. 

The Cumbrian peasantry were fiirmerfy so iaoi. 
of Itthletic exerdses, such as wrestUng, lenpfa^ 
ihrowi^ the stone, ajid playing at fod^lwH and 
quoits, that they were fiequently ptaetiaed (am ib$ 
SJaMbath. The growing piety of ^e age at lenglli 
did aWay these rustic diTerskms, or, at least, ope» 
rated as a bar to their taking jdace on the'day set 
a part finr pUtik worship, and I wish I eould add 
that the Sunday afternoons, which were spent by 
dur'fSre&lhers in idle amusements, are appropriated 
by my youhg countrymen to xel^;ious readtng and 
meditation. 

^ In some parts of Cumberland, a number of boys 
and girls, on the eve of New Year Day, go about 
fioin house to house singing a sort of a cand^ of 
which the AQowhig lines are the &Bt couplets 



Giyft us aomo pie» and M M9 go uvaj. 
When they receive their preset of pi^ ibejr dq^ 
peacettUj^ wishing the donor a hftfpj New X^^- 
In NerthumliedaQd^ the first word in tb^ QoiiiiIet49 
Hoffimuij, which some deiiT^ fam the two Qroek 
wordi^ agia matey signifying the holy xaonUu Tb» 
eo^tom is iiot unknown in Scotland, Some jem 
^ff^ one of her mini^^Usra endea?ai»ce& to aboBsh i^ 
\pf censnrb^; it fiom the pididt : ^^ Sirs" (said hf 
1o his andionoe) '' do 70U know what Hngmom 
signifies? Ititu the Devil he in the hoos^ !«*thf( 
is the meaning of its Hebnfo mgmaL" Our Ut^ 
strolling Cunihrian hpfff «&d girls will not, I thinly 
he ^isilj persuaded that airp part of their heggipg- 

snmsr COnveVSL an imnrgnat^mi rm the lnWISPa whifih 

they visit. 

The nianneii and customs peculiar to the peasan* 
try of Cumherlandy have furnished suhjects to the 
pastoral Muas of several of her provincial l^btrds* 
The late Josuh Bjblph^ a nittive of Sebergham* a 
man of learning and genius, was^ if I mistalbQ not» 
the first Cumbrian poet that attempted to write 
pastorals in the County dialect ; and the gceat ta« 
lents which he has displayed in this species of writ* 
iog;, leave us to regret that he did not write more.^ 
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In his '* CuRSTY and Peggy," he has pourtrayed 
the effects and operation of love in humble life, with 
bU that picturesque accuracy, which characterizes 
the masterly delineations of Burns. He was fol- 
lowed in the same walks of poetry by the late Ewan 
Clark ; but die attempts of this gentleman reached 
no further than mere imitations of his distinguished 
^[iredecessor, and fell far short of his prototype in all 

* 

the characteristical qualities of pastoral poetry. The 
late ingenious Mark LonbdalIe, in his ^' Upshot," 
has ably and hmnounnisly described a festive scene 
among his countrymen, and given feithful portraits 
t£ cha;racters when the heart of a peasant throws 
off all restraint, and indulges itself in rustic jollity. 
The Cumberland Ballads by Mr. Robert An- 
derson, display uncommon merit; and may be 
considered as the most perfect specimens of pastoral 
Writing that have yet appeared. The Author has 
taken a wider view of rural life than any of his 
predecessors, and has been more happy in describing 
the peculiar cast of thought and expression, by which 
individual manners are distinguished. In delinea- 
ting the characters of his peasants, he has closely 
adhered to nature and truth, never raising them 
atoVe their condition in life by too much refinement, 
and never depressing them below it by too mueh 
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rarity. He holds them up often to laughter, 
nevex^ to contempt. ' He has the ha][^y talent 
Btching the ludicsoug in every thing that comes 
re him^ and of ezpreasii^ it in diat frlidty which 
s it in its full fierce to the reader, 
he locality and peculiar phra8e(dogy of his 
[BSRLAND Ballads must . necessarily cizeum- 
le their popularity; but their general merit is 
I as will always find them admirera among those 
iffe acquainted with the prorindal idiom in 
:h they are written^ and with the manners and 
ea which they, delineate. 
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Jli TWO CANTOS. 



CANTO THE FIE«T. 



•> 



THE ROSE OF CORBYE. 



CANTO THE FIRST. 

B \ r«Ta III.: 

O MAY tlu# tide 6f Straat^f^ 
But cbcjlit itoboionf dr m iif^,^ 

How pldHT^ wfli U tiie tBkiMm Ba4v 
Who boasteife rM rfltfiMMd^ I 

Tho' weak the tones of his broken harp^ 
And he in song with &w can vie^ 

Fain would he sing nr virttre's^j^^ais^y 
And dry th^tdSf ftoflf sifilbw'd ery^y 

Tho' poverty hath l*5W^d Mnl l&w,' 
And the wl» dOd wettlllf 31) fm^liaM hfi 

O have you lidA^c^^^SlilifikS 
^ The peeilesri^il<i0fidrCufliUeifaldt 
]^ow^ where Eden steals to merry Carlyle^' 
fiev castk did hill and dale command ? 
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Or how she bv^d the bold young Dacre^ 
And the Black Baron he sought her hand ? 



And have you heard how young Ellinor 

Had suitors &r ftom least and west ? 
How^ she was &irest of all the &ir. 

And of nibidens good> she was the best ? 
How, virtue di<me> evety snule. 

And pity's mansion was her breast ? 
How^ when the helpless sought her aid> 

Each found himself a welcome guest ? 
How> mapy a courteous knight and squii^. 

For love of her^ could take no rest? 



But love is ofl a load of woe ; 

And lovois oft a dangeiouis mare; 
It makes time fly on leaden wings^ 

And ^Is the breast with every care ; 
It robs youth of the rose's hue^ 

And plants a &ded lily there : 
Love leads to bi^ss ; love leads to pain ; 

To heavenly joy s, or to dark despair* 
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And have you heard of the gallant Dacre, 

The^ tyrant^ scouige ; his country's pride? 
Whose shield borne hy bis ancestry^ 

With many a fpeman's blood was d/^ ; 
His look made captive high*bom damei^ 

Yet ne'er to win a heart he tried; 
War was the hero's dear delight ; 

Ay when his country call'd> he hied ; 
Yet to soothe the sorrows of weak man. 

O'er moor and mountain he would ride. 

6 

And have you heard of Corbye Ca8tle> 

Where wild woods wave, and waters flow : 
And many an aged spreading oak 

Shelters the nimble deer and roe ? 
How its rocks are high, and its bow'rs are sweel. 

And it seems a paradise below ? 
How it is the seat of as bold a.race> 

As e'er welcom'd fiiend, or &c'd a foe ? 
How there £ur Ellinor first drew breath. 

As sweet a bud as the eye e^er saw ? 
O never from this castle gate. 

May the beggar poor unpitied go i 



For blest are they who soQthe distress; 
And heal the pains of want^ and woe ! 

1 

If yon have not heavjl^ then rest a while^ 
And you shall hear a true-told song ; 

It first was chaunted by old Grrey Chraeme^ 
Who lived the silver biiks among: 

And now the minstrel rests in peace> 
Long may it please both (M and young ( 

8 

A song oft drives dull car^ away^ 

When Winter nights are dark and long ; 

Beguiles the labour of the day ; 
And he who scorns a well-meant song^ 

Whate'er he be, it seemeth to me. 
In that he always aeteth wrong. 

9 

i* And who," you say, ** was old Grey Graeme }" 
He was a minstrel, blithe and gay ; 

Aiid oft in Corbye'ti antient haH, 
He to fiiir EUinor lov^d to pby ; 

And sweet to her were his ditties wild. 
That told of many a finrmer day ^ 



t^ 
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Of Scottish knigto^ of Engliili dames. 
And how fell the brave in border firay ; 

But alas ! his songs are heard no more. 

Or the harp's wild notes on the stone so gre j ; 

iFor time who worketh every^ange. 
Hath swept ihe simple strains away. 

10 

How few they he now in our days. 

Who in old hall e'er sweep the string I 
How few reward the minstvel poor ! 

How few of other times can sing I 
'Tis sweet to hear the song of tAA, 

That^ hath made the wild woods ring ; 
It warms the heart of wrinld'd age. 

And makes man taste a second spring ; 
{t cheats the boBcm e£ a sigh ; 

And from the eye a tear can Inring. 

u 

Grey^ Graeme was bom in western Isle, 

And for Sc<»lland's King had fought and bled; 

But when he spake of his five braTe sons, 
The'old man wept and hung his head : 

For they were slain by the fiirious Dane, 

When the foe's bleak shore was dy'd with red ; 



\ 
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Still did he bow to ihie will of heav*!!, 

Thoiigli ev^ joy of life was fled ; 
And long in hall^ or by ivied tow'r^ 

Or near castle gate had he play'd for bread. 

* 

12 

Oft he would tell right merry tales ; 

Oft he would caution list'ning youth ; 
Oft warn the ol^ of death's aj^roach, . 

With serious look^ in lays uncouth : 
Por much Grey Graeme had seen, I trow. 

And much had sought in quest of truth i 
And many a mountain steep had cross'd; 

Since thne had mark'd Ms manly growtk^ 

13 

Sweet were, his strains, at eve's grey hour. 

When Summer's carpet deck'd the ground; 
And now to love he'd strike the harp ; 

Now to wild war the strings he'd sound : 
Now songs of sorrow, soft and slow^ 

Would draw a tear from all around ; 
Next changing to a lightly strain, > 

The laughing maid would frisk and botmd. 
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14 

O musk ! music^ thj pow'r is great ! 

It cures the mind of many a wound ; 
Cold is the heart it cannot mcjt— 

Of imch^ I hope but &w are fouiod 1 

15 

> Alas ! ala&j how few.they be, 

•Who in old hall now sweep. the string f 
How few reward the minstrel poor ! 

How few of other times can sing! 
'Tis sweet to hear the song of old, 
^ That oft hath made the wild woods ring ; 
It warms th^ heart of wrlnkl'd age. 

And m^es man taste a second spring; 
It cheats the bosom of a sigh. 

And 'from the eye a tear can brings H 

By music sooth'd, in want or woe, ^ 

Quick to tite winds all cares we fling. 

16 

Crrey Graeme was bent, his locks were white. 

Pale: was his &ce, and sut^ his een; 
Yet ^till a smile bespoke content, 

Tho' poor this harper was, I ween; 



Fair EUinor stripp'd off his worn-out weeds, ^ > ^ 
And dad him all in a garb of green. 

IT 

His lodgment was-a maU iMoae at awrie^ 

Where he ooidd bwfli at the wfnier htem^t 
Still was he priz'd whene'er he sbraf'd^ ^ 

tfy wealthy squire^ or peasant mean. 
The ruin near the silves hislEs^ 'i 

Tells whftrr old Gr^ G»eaie'i» hutf ha^ heeff ; 
And the mould'nog stone that mBiia'lus>^i«^ 

By many a wanderer yet is 8ecn> 

Now it feU about the Wihe new year. 
When nMntntains' h%k were ca^'d n^th sbows ; 

Young Dacre he woidd a huntkig gp^ 
And threjscorB men and thiea he ekose: 

Saying '^ We w^ mnige beth^ wood: and wildy. 
Where tor merry Cariyle oM Edeij^flewtfl*' 

19 

Ne'er woulf^h^Wv^ to t^rranny • 
His mind<was bent'on Fre^om's ifeidse^; 

Ne'erTiid he sighed a: ^ve to love^- 
Nor did he dream of a peerless t66c% 



I 



■■■■. ■<■' 



• ^ ■ • 

In border fray^ or in foQ^j^ ^t|^ 

He brav'd thfi boUfiat of tbe fifiUi 
Ay wben his countiy died to amf. 

The first was be to gfnp the sfiield, 
Tof many a foift ^94 QW«U hk QUghi^ 

But few bi& omsj tiword cqiiUL wi^; 
And gbi^ w«3 bjfl wbote ddigbt^ 

But glory efi to loire nui^t ;ieJ4^ 

Yes, glory must to Jove g^ive; w^ ; 

The bravf to bes^utjr stlH must bow ; 
In vain we scorn the urchin bold. 

In vain to 'scape his snares we vow : 
The critP9Qn'd clieekji and the eye of Gf^ 

Will drive 9k frown from t^e 'k&xi's l^row ; ,^ 

And he wh9 9C9Kn& the ^pire^t fi^ri . h ^ 

May soon be Qiy4v« U^4 1 tiQW ! 



> 



?2 

With m«P5ry t^arts* «(**»?* Wsr^e^ 
And they a^ kJJI a h^Hilii;g ^;o4e j; 

The if^ ^«p swift, 99A t^e sports were^^jsM^ 
And boi>»jJ^ ^ ftS ?R||iy a pne^, 
Vol.1. c 
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And wily fox^ tHe fanner's hate^ 

And Hare as fleet as e'er could run ; 
Such^ Dacre^ and his merry dan^ 

Had slain, before the day was done. 

23 

They hunted many a wood and wild. 

Where Eden strays to merry Carlyle ; 
And when the evening frosts come on. 

What pleasure was, was now a toiL 
Red Robin on a high hill stood. 

And distant saw an antient pile ; 

And in that castle," quoth the Dacre, 
We may, methinks, find rest a while. 






24 

'^ For rest brings health, and blithe content ; 

And rest can all our cares beguile ; 
And rest is still the good man's friend. 

But justly scorns the sinner vile. 

25 

'' And when the moon peeps o'er the hill. 
We will hie home right speedily ; 

And to-morrow drink of the nut-brown ale. 
And tell what merry sports had we ; 
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But may lie never taste nut-brown ale^ 
Who hunting hates^ or a fair ladie ! 

26 

" Yet by my fay, I none have seen. 

Who e'er could make a slave of me ! 
The piercing eye, the rosy cheek, 

' The snowy breast, and the heart of glee ; 
Nay, were she fitirest of the &ir. 

With every grace of the graces three, 
I would not bow a female's slave. 

For all the wealth of Christendie ! 
He who delighteth in hero's deeds. 

From ladle's look must keep him free ! 

27 

'' For when love shoots his arrows keen. 

Care snatches all our joys away ; 
Sunk in an agony of woe. 

Love claims the night, love claims the day : 
And love can pierce decrepid age. 

With furrow'd cheeks, and locks so grey ; 
Love opes alike the palace gates. 

And the lowly latch of the shepherd gay, 
libve holds each lure to glowing youth. 

That oft, alas ! the heart betray. 



It tut ft^t lOf tTORBYft. i:ai^ i. 

^ Now^ comrades all^ let's merry be. 

And thankfiil, still, for pleasures past— • 

Oh ! mercy on ^bt lioUBidess poor. 
Who bear teeen timtit, €Md Hie pietttidg U«ik 1 

But He who guides '^his ingbtM mitA, 
Can give the weaxy ^Mse «l kMtT 

The light shone btig!tt in 'OotAiyi Ctttk, 

And loud tltfe itortSiem blast tKd blow. 
Where spreading woods of lesffless tredH 

Sheltered ^ trembln^ ^teeff and toe : 
The star of eve now lent a ray. 

Now hid 1^ many a cloud of snow; 
While Edeft tAa- Ms rod^ bed. 

In hollow soundft waslibflerd behMr. 

30 

The Dacre kaoc^VllMid «ft ^ fate ; 

And y^kb^Bb Tfendy was^ witbixi. 
As fair EUinor to futbolt "die gate. 

And widcom^ stnmgers, \ixh t>r Idn? 
Q«oth Dftcte, ^ A« ftngd by «iy iky f 

S^el^ l^uty HMold tem^ toirint . 



Methinks^ \fli«a iiiitaM lbm*d Hm fiofc, 
'Twas wMy vieMft die wli to maT 

31 

Yes glory must td ln^ givift wt]f | 

The brave to b«M^ i^ mint hem ; 
In vain we scorn the urchin hold. 

In vain to 'scape his snares we vow : 
The crimson'd dbeek, and the eye of fii«. 

Will drive a fiown froM the hero'« b«>w ; 
And he who sioms the &ii«8t feir. 

May Moii he traptive led, I trow 1 

S3 

Now she has etirtfley'd to tiie Daere^ 
And hid them wekoise, one hy one ; 

She hastgiven to each the not*hrown ale. 
To the bold Oacre iftie gave Aone ; 

But a silver horn oi the blood-^ed wine. 
And a lool^ that any heart might won ; 

Por fitirer maid was nev^r fcnii'di, 

I trow, to gmseft prooA inoMMh'A^hlWM^ 

- ■ '• 

33 

With trembling 1^, mA blushing 4Dfaiel;» t 

With gazing feye> «iid bveasfcxtf Ham, 
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Soon as lie told wliat drew them there^ 
And who he was^ and whence he came;. 

The look of pleasure mark'd her face, 
Soon as she heard the hero's name. 

And he was welcomed with a smile. 
That tyranny itself might tame. 

34 

And much he suffered from that look. 

For it has cost him many a sigh : 
Now having leam'd where stands his hall. 

And the streaming Lyne hoarse murmurs by. 
And O his name ! a name well known. 

O'er oceans wide, and mountains high. 
She lighted him to the fairest chamber. 

Wherein the Dacre he might lie ; 
Tho' he wearied was, the long, long night. 

Love wou'd not let him close an eye. 

35 

For love it causeth sleepless nights. 

And love it causeth days of pain ; 
And when love robs us of our rest, 

*Tis long ere we can rest again ; 
It makes a coward of the hero bold. 

And binds him with a silken chain ; 
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Time only can relief afTord^ 

To struggle proves too oft in vain : 
From palac'd prince, to vassal vile. 

Mankind he tames o'er earth and main. t 

36 

How cou'd he sleep ? He saw her form ; 

Her winning look ; her easy grace ; 
He heard her voice, most musical. 

Then thought he of her matchless fiujc ; 
And of the praise her sire had won. 

For she was of a noble race : 
The more he thought, the more he sigh'd. 

All seemed quite an enchanted place. 
With pride, long may he bless the hour. 

When with his clan he sought the chace ! 

37 

But love is like the opening rose. 
When Phoebus ushers in the mom ; 

Tho* fragrant blooms this queen of flow'rs. 
Its leaves conceal a piercing thorn : 

As fades a rose, when the bleak blast blows. 
So love is blighted by ladle's scorn. 



.38 

And love is like ft Ulj flow'r ; 

And 1qv9 i$ HJke a ieverisli dreani ^ 
A bitter draught it soon may turn, • 
« Tho' now life's luxury supreme. 

39 

Young EUinor is to l^ chamber ffms,, 

But ffoo^ lack«4udA7 ! she caonol vss^tl 
She dreams not of the lords 9A<1 knighta 

Who sought her^ far from east and west; 
But feels a pain ne'er felt boforej) 

And many « sigh escapes her breait : 
In fancy^ she beholds the smile^ 

And manly form of her &r*<Guii*d gti^^t*-* 
Of Dacre^ why does she think and start ? 

Those who in love have been, know best. 

40 

But love is oft a load qf woe; 

And loy^ is oft a dang'rona mw^; 
It makes time fiy cm leaden, wings^ 

And fills the breast with ev'ry care^; 
It robs youth of the rose's hue> 

And plants a &ded lily there : 
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Love leads to bliss ; love leads to pain ; 
To heav'nly joys^ or to dark despair. 

41' 

When the blaek shades of Bigbt weve gmie^ 

And firom his roost the grej oDck erew^ 
Who rose so ready a» the. joxm^ Daeeey 

In hopes seom ]^UiwNr to view ? 
For she wa^ &1ar as the mountain snowi ; 

Her eheeV Uoom'd with heir's ro^ hue ; 
And o'er her bosom^ pure as white^ 

Her flaxen locks in tresses flew. 
Ah ! who cQUt'd gajMi> and not he won. 

When Ijs^ bttgk'd in l}uer eyes of blue ! 

For Love can wound, widM)ii4 a scar; 

And Lo^e can kind, without a chain ; 
Vlid' savage Winter's fiighkfiil storms. 

Love flnd^ ikk way o'er land and maija : 
Love's arravs. pieirGe tliie bravest heart. 

And soon subdiae liie proud a^ vani ; 
And when man bows a slave to Love, 

'Tis hard his freedom to regain. 



Vol. I. 
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43 

By day and nighty Love wings Us flight. 

O'er barren heathy and fiow'ry plain ; 
Mid' Summer's heat^ and Winter's cold^ 

Love glories in his tyrant reign : 
His bow is bent to wound the heart 

Of monarch proud, or lowly swain ; 
But one kind glance from her we prize. 

Can freedom give, and banish pain ! 

44 

The next that rose Brown Adam was ; 

And the Gibsons, that by Irthing dwell ; 
The Scotts, who fear no Scottish laws ; 

The Weirs; the Jardins; and the Bell ; 
Jocks Tom, who knew each roaring linn. 

Each moor and mountain, moss and dell ; 
Hob o' the Syke, and his two sons. 

Who fought the best at Tindle Fell ; 
The Howme Foot Harry; Onzzy'a George; 

And Hardy Wat, no man cou'd felL 

45 

The Potts'; the Elliots o' the Buss; 
Strang Wull ; and Gib o' Hether Side ; 
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Blue Davie o' the Hingan Shaw ; 

The laird's young Ralphs Kirklinton's pride; 
The Nohles ; Fosters ; John o* Cleugh ; 

Old Hardin^ that had most been tried ; 
Black Fergus^ that slew young Buccleugh, 

And Liddal's flood ay scom'd to ride ; 
Braid Andrew ; Geordie o' the Bum ; 

Names known and dreaded^ the borders widp. 

46 

Brown Barney^ o' the BuUer Syke ; 

And Smiddy Dick ; and Cocker Will ; 
And white Tom's Tom ; and Kirsty's Kit ; 

And Rose-trees Rob ; and Three-thoum'd Gill : 
Lang Philips now bent short with age^ 

Fam'd ikr and wide^ for healing skill ; 
The dart o' de^th ay fain to ward^ 

But ne'er woa'd draw a doctor's bill. 

47 . 

The Carrs^ the brag o' Leversdale; 

The Jameses five^ from Scaleby Hill^ 
Who wan the day at Brampton fray. 

And drave the fae-men 'yont the mill ; 
They'd fly to &ce the fiercest Scot^ 

But ne'er wou'd do a neighbour ill. 
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48 

And Bolton Clem^ with Clem his son ; 

White Willy o' the Bleaberry ; 
Mad Matt ; and Sawney o'& the Klicfwe ^ 

Red Sim, with all his lisnies three ; 
The least stood full two yafds ki hdghft^ 

The one a giant was to see ; 
Oft did they strip the Scottish howmes. 

And many a Scot they made to flee : 
Each had his home on the Dacre* lan^ 

And they were a goodly company* 

49 

And they were welcotn'd^ one^ tWD> and ^i^te^ 

By Ellinor^ into the hall j 
Where the tables groan'd with wlideftyme fHie, 

And blithe and merry I tUt&W vMm dEs 
And old Grey 'Graeme^ in his garb of green^ 

Who still was ready at our kdie's call. 
Now with his harp was seated near. 

And sung of many a biive warrior's &1L 

50 

O music ! music, thy power is great! 
It cures the mixidHjf many a wound; 



Cold m'&xB iieart it aemat md^^ 
Of such^ I liope Imt 4swMe fo^vA* 

Alas ! the Dacre nor eM; nor dSnaak, 

But sunk a wflHiig prey to kyre ; 
And oft he check'd the rising sigh^ 

And oft to join in mirth he strove. 
Ah ! little thinlts ^^ ^untkss jonih, 

What pmm, tdiat j^eBSHi^es^ he must piove ! 

62 

Yes, glory must to love gi«re plaee ; 

The hrave to heaufty Mill must how ; 
In vain we soom ike uidiin hold^ 

•In yain to 'scape his saures we tow : 
The crimson'd: cheeky andtheeye nf fire> 

Will drive a frdwa fixMn ike hero's hcow ; 
Who scorns - the Bstirest of the fidr^ 

May soon he captive led^ I trow ; 
And he who was so Md of lale> 

A willing Bkve^ sits sighkig now. 

53 

With wistful gaze, tiprose the Dacre, 
'Tifi &r, far to his woody glen ; 
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Where stands his hall, and his tower strong. 
The Scots oft tried to seixe in vain : 

There, watching, sits his feeble mother. 
Praying for him, and his dauntless men ; 

For, O, he was her only son. 
Her only child now left of ten ! 

54 

Young Ellinor's lily hand he kiss'd. 

And sad he Ipok'd, and she tum'd pale ; 
What moment of this life so sweet. 

As when we list true lover's tale ? 
And thrice he vow'd a solemn vow. 

Ere the next moon shone in the vale. 
Again he'd range both wood and wild. 

And his comrades drink of her nut-brown ale: 
The last look told her how he lov'd. 

And how her loss he would bewail. 

55 

For when Love shoots his atrows keen. 
Mirth follows mirth, hours dance away ; 

Rapt in an exstacy of bliss. 

Love claims the night. Love claims the day: 

Love opes alike the proud palace gates. 
And the lowly latch of the shepherd gay ; 
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And Love can pierce decrepid age. 

With furrow'd cheeks, and locks of grey ; 

Ix)ve lends new joys to glowing youth. 
That oft, alas ! the heart betray ! 

56 

Now as they homeward bent their way. 

Where waters flow, and wild woods wave. 
Young Dacre many a look behind. 

To Corbye's Ruling castle gave. 
The tale and song; the laugh and joke. 

No more his sinking spirits save ; 
Nor heeded he their revelrie. 

For he was beauty's willing slave. 
Whose smile gives man each dear delight. 

Whose Jrotvn oft sends him to the grave. 

57 

Quoth Potts, '' I's baud my guid scotch quey. 

We suin wull hunt thes way again !" 
*' Nay !" cries old Hardin, ^^ tous ay wrang ! 

Our laird maim come tes way hes lane ! 
Hey's stout and comely, a beauty shey. 

And o' his choize he may weel be vain ; 
But the fkirest shey, in a' Chressendie, 

I wad the Dacre caw'd her his ain V 



58 

Quoth Noble> '^ sh^'a a bw^miie Urd, 

Whare we h«e been ! woo bn^ I'd gi& 
My weyfe, my gear, my baimies five. 

Just yenze her hinny mou to prie !" 
*' Hout, bout !" cries SiiD, " gie mey hev j«U! 

For her kisses I'd no eare a flea !" 
^' Haith !" quoth the Cleugh, ^' our laird a&R^ 

Has gott'n his deeth frae bar pawkie e'e ! 
But a lass sae bwonnie^ youBg, and guiA, 

I trow, wuU a reeght kind dgetyess be i" 

59 

Now as they pass'd thro* megery Carlyle^^ 

They were a comely sight to view ; 
The wives threw open their windows wide. 

And marvell'd much what was to do : 
Not Q9» was tb^e, but in boi^der feiy^^ 

Had made his man luU deanrly r^e^ . 
And wt ftU Ihe m€$a in old Cadyietowoy 

Could ihaisse tjoken the J>aQi\e a«i his Is^ve fe\r ! 

60 

And as they pass'd dMo' Rickar Ga^ (t) 
Quoth Browtt Adam, " There's ^e agpot, I trp^; 

1. See Note Uu 
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Whare liv'd the flow'r of tk Coifyle ; 

And sweet to me was her hmny moti I 
Tho' she was #oo'd hy n' uound^ 

Yet to he Hliiie, shis i&aie • vow; 
And for my winsome hreyde^ my Jean, 

I wheyles gat hanged ; t»ein aft hlin fi>u : 
But, Deil rive ny sark, giii a Catel ehiecl 

Dave cry ho! to Brown Ytddj^ now !" 

61 

And when they cros^d the Carlylo Minds, 

Cries Davie, " Mtyrk yon eastle wa'; 
Mak our young Dad^ the governor. 

And the hraves(; Scot e'er Scotkond sa^ 
•Shou'd be an AiBsMraAg dar^ reseus. 

He suin wad leel a DiEKre's bfow: 
The girt Bucdeugh, (S) and a^ his crew. 

Wad ne'er hae v^i^tnr'd heie awa ! 
Sut wae hetide yer suthem Iwords ! 

A manly sword they cfeifena dra' !" 

The Dacro heard, but stlenl heard. 

For love hod ^'d his Weast with eare ; 

And love oft proves a load of vrbe. 
And love is oft a- dang'rous snare ; 
VoLL E 
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It robs youth of the rose's hxie^ 

And plants a &ded lily there : 
Lave leads to bliss; love leads to pain; 

To heav'nlyjoys^ or to dark despair. 

63 

How eager dts his good old mother^ 

Young Dacre watching^ j&om Um& high ; 
And many with their children look^ 

" They suin wull come !" oft do they cry : 
They gaze along the woody glen. 

And o'er the hill with eager ^e; 
When swift and swifter over tiie moor. 

Foremost they see the Dacre fly. 
*' O, God be prais'd!" says the feeble mother, 

'^ I count them all in safety nigh ! 
And long may hi^piness be theirs. 

The manly dan I now espy !" 

64 

They parted, fain to be at home, 

A &ther, child, or wife to see; 
To-morrow they drink the nut-brown ale. 

And keep the Dacre good companie : 
Each man will drink to &ir Ellinor, 

And tell their sports, with merry glee ; 



S 
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But may lie never taste nut-brown ale^ 

Who hunting hates^ or a fair ladie ! 
And he whose heart is sunk in love> 

I wish him soon £rom trouble firee ! 

65 

For Love can wound^ without a scar; 

And Love can bind^ without a chain; 
Mid' savage Winter's fiightful storms^ 

Love finds his way o'er land and main: 
Love's arrows pierce the bravest hearty 

And soon subdue the proud and vain ; 
And when man bows a slave to Love^ 

Tis hard his freedom to regain. 

66 

By day and night/ LOve wings his flighty 

O'er barren heathy and fiow'ry plain ; 
Mid' Summer's heat^ and Winter's cold. 

Love glories in his tyrant reign : 
He bends his bow to wound the heari 

Of monarch proud^ or lowly swain; 
But one kind glance j&om her we pri2e> 

Will fireedom give, and banish pain 1 

END OF CIKTO FI»«T^ 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 



O WOULD to me some pitying Muse 

Awhile her cheering aid impart ! 
'Tis sweet to sooth the pensive mind. 

When sorrow's tear begins to start ; 
But vainly have I sought to twine 

The wreath that shews a Poet's art : 
Tho' weak my lays^ in virtue's praise. 

They yet may touch the feeling heart ! 



Now wou'd you Imow of the Black Baron ? 

His castle stands on the banks of Tyne ; 
Its walls are strongs and its dungeons deep. 

In which the feeble are doom'd to pine : 
And he has wagered a thousand merks. 

As they sat drinking the blood-red wine. 
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Quotli he, '^ Ere twelvemonths and a day. 
The Rose of Coirbye shall be mine !" 

But woe unto thee, thou Black Baron ! 
May never maid ta thaa iofiliae ! 

4 

^^ I wager, ere twelvemonths and a day. 

The Rose of Corbye sits in this hall ; 
Where I have had youngs feir, and gay ; 

And tho' she iairer be than all, 
I will not woo her for a bride ; 

Love shall not so this heart enthrall : 
.Who takes detiial from womankind. 

He, by my fay, deserves a fall ! 
Ah ! little think'st thou, peerless Rose, 

How soon life's cup Til fill with gall ! 

'^ Who stoops to ladifi, still she scorns | 
Who gently woos her, woos in vain ; 

I would not ask her for a bride. 
The wealth of worlds> if sure to- gain; 

J laugh at love, and ladie's frowns. 
Neither can give this bosom pain : 



Canto 2. THE ROSE OF CORBY£. S5 

Liv'd she in farthest Chrissendie^ \ 

I'd force her here^ o'er land and main ! 

6 

*^ For Love can woiind^ without a scar ; 

And Love can hind^ without a chain ; 
Mid' savage Winter's ruthless storms. 

Love finds his way o'er land and main ; 
And he who bows to t3rrant Love^ 

His freedom never can regain : 
For Love can cause a thousand woes. 

And Love's the source of endless pain ; 
Love's arrows pierce too many hearts. 

But now he bends his bow in vain ! 



" The urchin, Love, with wily snares, 

May lure the fondling beardless boy ; 
But soon he loads weak youth with cares. 

And every bliss wou'd fain annoy : 
Then why shall man bow to thy pow'r. 

That health and peace will quick destroy ? 
—Ah ! little think'st thou, ladie fair. 

How soon I'll change thy cup of joy !" 



Vol. I. 
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8 

Now lie has gone to Tom o' Clint^ 

'^ O Tom ! good Tom, do fevor me ! 
Where Edep rowes to meiTj Catkjle, 

There stfioda a oaatl^ it's i^ame Corbf e s 
Young EUinoir dwells in that easlk. 

The faijreat &ir in ChriaKodie ; 
Her beauty woui^ds both lor^b and ksigiits. 

Go, force her here, I ask of thee: 
I'll give thee hdnise, I^U gii% thee land. 

And go)d and silvar shall be Ihy fee V* 

9 

The Clint has sworn a solemn oath, 

A solemn oath, most furiouslie, 
*' Gie' me thj hand, thou great Baron, 

By th' blood that warme^th this bodie f 
The proudest fisdr in a' Cumberland, 

Shall siun be here, gif thy wUl it be ! 

• 10 

** At thy comi^and, the bonniest ftow'r> 

That bloometh in a' Chriss^ndie, 
I'll mak her thine, but gin I fail. 

The CUnt will forfeit life to thee ! 
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II 

** For luive maks li& a weltfy load ; 

And luive^ alake ! is hotd td bide ; 
It gars man cla' a s^itf pow^ 

To see a jilt, fiiils ca' a Inide; 
And wae befa' the witless lo6(i> 

Wha tamely bows to itotiiasi'fl pride> 
Better to hing on the gadhms tfee^ 

Than ttak &iur woman ftt a guide t 
Here beats a heart, but ne'er for luive— 

Now quick thy errand I will ride ; 
And ere to-monow't fUn gsies dowfi^ 

I'll seat ^be ladie hf thy sidef* 

12 

The Clint he mounfeod die swiftest m^, 

RegaEflOnsd of the wintty AtfWt, 
The tempeK wild, tlid fiMn^ig fl^. 

He flew o'er wmtitaid^ M6m, niai tamit ; 
Quick as an arrow from the bow^ 

By abbey, castle, hall, and tow'r ; 
And where Eden roirM to ti^ttyC^^lt, 

He did e^ a tdde^miftg flo^t; 
Who should it be, but &ir Ellhiof , 

As she was reading iia her bow'r. 
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13 

All ! woe is me^ that villain man 

E'er seeks such virtue to devour ; 
Who parts with all the hliss of life^ 

For the false pleasures of an hour ! 
Forgetful of a future state> 

And heedless of the Ruling Pow'r^ 
Whose goodness is for ever shewn 

To monarch proud^ or thoughtless boor ! 

« 

14 

The Clint he kneel'd down to the ground^ 
" Come, ladie fair, to the banks of Tyne ! 

The Black Baron lacketh thy companie ; 
His castles, lands, wull a' be thine : 

At his command, I ride this errand. 

While he sits drinking the bluid-red wine, 

Wi' courteous lords, and walthy knights- 
Say, ladie, shall his will be thine ?" 

15 

The ladie started, as he spoke— 

" Shall Ellinor to such deeds incline! 

Go back ! go back, vain is thy errand, 
I never will to the banks of Tyne ! 



I 
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Where sits the murderer, the Black Baron, 
• Reflection drownings with madd'ning wine ; 
Where, daily in the dungeon deep. 

The virtuous starve, and vainly pine- 
Be it proud castle ;, from that foul place, 

God keep me ! and God keep mine !" 

16 

The Clint he seiz'd her in his arms. 

And she grew weak, and she grew pale— 

" O where ! O where art thou, young Dacre ! 
How little know'st thou what I ail I 

O wert thou near me, gallant Dacre ! 

1 need not thus my fate hewail !" 
But all her struggles, sighs, and tears, 

Alas ! with him did nought avail ! 

17 

Now when the Clint bound her lily hands. 

She shrieked Ibud, and she shrieked long ; 
Her cries soon brought forth Andrew's Willie, 

Right stout he was, I ween, and strong ; 
And with his staff, a full ell in length. 

He has fell'd the Clint, the grass among ; 
'^ Ay sic a deeth may he die !" quoth Willie, 

*^ The loon wha cou'd sic a ladie wrang V 
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18 

Next, lie cut off the CHnt'« Wack head. 

And hung it on the higliest tree ; 
'< There wad I hing ilka head/' quoth Willse, 

" O' tV man wha'd harm our guid Uidie !" 
The crows came east, the kites came west. 

The hawks came fast as they cou'd flee ; 
They perch'd around the Clint's Wack head. 

And WMlie stared the sight to see ; 
But when they peck'd out the Clint'd laige ejen, 

Loud Willie laugh'd, as tho' mad Vvete he. 

19 

He has tlu*own the hody into Eden deep ; 

*' Troth ! there's a ready*made grave Ibr th^' 
Thus wad I hury thousands mair. 

Gin they sud harm our sweet ladie ! 
Deil tak a' sic hlack-hearted loons, 

Wha gloiy in their cruekie !" 

20 

' Now up the stream, and down the stBdatn, 
The twisted eels swam greedily ; 
And twined around the hleeding tnmk^ 
Like gluttiHis feasting furiouslie ; 
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And many a pike came darting forth^ 

Eager to taste the Clint's bodie ; 
And Willie stood on Eden's brinks 

And loud he laugh'd the sight to see. 
'' Deil tak a' sic black-hearted loons^ 

Wha glory in their crueltie !" 

21 

He has driv'n the steed fiur from the castle ; 

O'er moor and mountain home flew he; 
When the Black Baron the steed beheld^ 

I trow an angry man was he : 
He call'd his clan, he row'd rerenge. 

He macle the table in flinders flee ; 
And he has sworn three solemn oaths. 

That the Rose of Corbye his shall be. 

22 

" Who stoops to ladie, still she seoms| 

Who gently woos her, woos in vain ; 
I would not ask her for a bride. 

The wealth of worlds, if sure to gain. 
A curse on Love, and ladie's frowns I 

Neither can give this bosom pain ; 
Liv'd she in &rthest Chrissendie, 

I'd force her soon o'er land and main ! 
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23 

^' Tho' Love can wound^ without a scar. 

And Love can bind without a chain. 
His arrows pierce the coward's heart. 

But now he bends his bow in vain. 
What tho* mid Winter's thousand storms. 

He wings his way o'er land and main ; 
Woe to the slave who bows to Love ! 

Freedom he never can regain. 
Love sows the seeds of black despair 

In mighty king, or silly swain ; 
But by the joys of life I prize. 

Love ne'er shall give this bosom pain !" 

24 

• - 

'' Dear Tom o' Clint ! good Tom o' Clint ! 

Perish the wretch who murder'd thee ! 
Ere thrice the sun beams on this castle. 

Now thrice I swear reveng'd to be ! 
Be who he will, the Baron's sword 

Shall draw the blood from his foul bodie ! 
Tho' I command a fearless clan. 

Dearest of all wert thou to me !" 



i 
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25 

As Elllnor sat in her gilded chamber^ 

Surrounded by her maidens gay. 
There came a letta: from tSie ^^sate. 

That he again must hunt that wbij.; 
And three times did she read that letter. 

While blushes sweet did h^ thou^ts betra5r. 

26 

And thtee limes did «he kiss that letter. 

And place it near her bosom white ; 
But many a sigh that bosom heav'd. 

For still the Dacre was in her sight. 
Who would not cherish virtueus love ? 

^Its joys are pure, its cares are light ; 
But who can ^y love's joys will last ? 

The &irest flow'r a storm may blight. 

27 

For love is oft a load of woe. 

And love is oft a dang'rous snare ; 
It makes time % on leaden wings. 

And fills the breast with every care ; 
It robs youtji of the rose's hue. 

And plants a &ded lily there : 
Vol. I. o 
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Love leads to bliss ; love leads to pain ; 
To heav'nly joys^ or to dark despair. 

28 

Now she has sent for Andrew's Willie, 

And ordered him her swiftest steed ; 
And the three best cows that graze around. 

And the three best fields wherein they feed: 
And she has giv'n him twenty merks. 

For they are good, in time of need ; 
Saying, ^^ There's a youth in Cumberland, 

Will well reward thee for such a deed." 

29 

Now Willie off his bonnet threw. 

And down he sunk on his bended knee ; 
And WilHe blush'd, and WiUie star'd. 

And Willie laughed the sight to see ; 
^' I'd face the warl, and rejoice at deeth. 

Were it to sairve oui^ guid ladie ! 
The Deil waits a' black-hearted loons, 

Wha glory in their crueltie !" 
'' Rise, Willie, rise," quoth fair Ellinor, 

'' What thou hast done, will remember'd be." 
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30 

x>ks the Dacre so wan and pale ? 
! alas ! how chang'd k he I 
inot eat^ he cannot drink^ 
ainnot sleep^ or merry be i 
Adam whispers, *' Guid maister mine 1 
ee ye thus^ sair grieveth me ! 
for love o' the Corbye Rose^ 
indred merks to ae penny ! 

31 

ive it causeth sleepless nights, 
love it causeth days of pain ; 
hen love robs us of our rest, 
long ere we can rest again : 
es a coward of the hero bold^ 
. binds him with a silken chain ; 
3nly can relief afford, 
struggle proves too ofb in vain : 
palac'd prince, to vassal vile^ 
ikind he tames, o'er earth and main. 

32 

oe is me !'* said the feeble mother^ 
-well-a-day ) what ails my son ! 
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Thou lookest like one sick at hearty 

Or if thou had'st an ill deed done : 
A medicine strong wiH give thee rest^ 

To Carlyle town^ VH send anon. 
O luckless hour^ thou left thiff hall t 

A weary hunting thou hasrt gone ! 
And griev'd am I^ to hear thee sigh ; 

Thy joys of life, aliw ! are dtme I** 

3d 

'^ O chide me not, my good old mother ! 

O heed me not, I beg of thee ! 
Sick, sick at heait I am^ I tzrpw. 

But an ill-doer I hate to see ! 
No med'cine healet^ the wounded mind. 

Nor can it bring relief to me; 
For I must range both wood and wild. 

Ere well again P can hope to be !" 

Now with his comrades,' one and all. 
Young Dacre is a hunting gone ; 

The dogs were swift, and the sports were goc 
But dogs or sport he heeded none, 

Tho' bounding deer, and fos, and hare. 
Ere noon they'd slain f\]ll many a one. 



€anh% thc rose of corbve. 45 

Pleas'd he espie'd the C«rbye woods^ 
Just as the erening^ shades drew on ; 

And thrice he knocVd loud at the ring. 
Where first his youthful heart was won. 

35 

Young Ellinor down from her maidens five^ 
- Quiek to tiie castle gate is gone ; 
And she has curtsey'd to young Thare, 

And bid them welcome, one by one. 
She has giv'n to each the nut-brown ale. 

To the young Dacre she gave none. 
But a silver horn of the bloo5-red wine. 

And a smile, such as his heart first won ; 
For fairer maid was never fi)rm'd, 

I trow, to grace proud monarch's throne : 
But one is more than monarch dear. 

Her thoughts are fix'd on one alone. 

36 

Now thrice he kiss'd her lily hand> 

And he has told Her, with a sigh, 
A tale as sweet as e'er lover told. 

How, without her, he soon must die : 
She lighted him to the fairest chamber, 

'^^^lerein the Dacre he might lie ; 



46 THE ROSE OF CORBYE. CatUoi 

But the grey cock crew, and thrice he crew. 
Love would not let him close an eye. 

37 

For when Love shoots his arrows keen. 

The lazy hours p^uss slow away ; 
Toss'd on a sea, 'twixt hopes and fears. 

Love claims the night. Love claims the day : 
Love lends new joys, time quick destroys ; 

Love changes every month to May ; 
Love opes alike the proud palace ^tes. 

And the lowly latch of the shepherd gay : 
Love's arrows wound the world around. 

From rosy youth, to age grown grey ! 

38 

And love is like the opening rose. 
When Phcehus ushers in the mom ; 

Tho' fragrant hlooms this queen of flow'rs. 
Its leaves conceal a piercing thorn : 

As fades the rose, when the bleak blast blows, 
So love is blighted by ladie's scorn I 

39 

And love is like a lily flow'r 
And love is like a feverish dream ; 
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A bitter draught it soon may tum^ 
Tho' now life's luxury supreme ! 

40 

A prey to love, the Dacre lies ; 

No deeds of arms his soul delight ; 
For she is all his thoughts by day. 

And she is all his thoughts by night : 
On mountain, moor, in hall, or bower^ 

Fair Ellinor is in his sight : 
And now to view her matchless form. 

That captive led full many a knight. 
Oft did he chide the Hng'ring hours. 

Oft did he wish for morning bright 

41 

The gloomy night pac'd slow away. 

At op'ning dawn the Dacre rose ; 
For who by Beauty captive led. 

Can hope for peace, or soft repose ? 
Pleas'd he beheld fair Ellinor, 

Whose eye sleep tried in vain to close ; 
He, sighing, sung a sonnet wild. 

Love was the theme the hero chose. 
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Welcome to man is gay Spring's returning ; 
Nature, ever beauteous, delights his view : 
Dearer to this fond bosom, burnings 
When that matchless grace I behold in you. 
Dearest treasure ! 
Li&'s sole pleasare ! 
This beating heart proves the Dacre true. 

Blithe sings the lark, when he hails the Bioniiiig> 

Shaking £rom his wings the drops ci dew; 
Thus blithe am I, ell othars socmmig, 
Happy, hstf^y stayUi, when I gaase ea yoaj 
Dearest treasure ! 
Life's sde pleasure ! 
Your smile can bless the Daeie true^ 

Sweet bloom the flow'rs on the lap of Florae 
Rapt in fond delight, we behold ^ch hue : 
But the fidrest flow'r on which beams Ailrora, 
Tho' stem Winter reigns, yet I see in yoo. 
Dearest treasure ! 
Life's s(de pieasuxe I 
O look with pity on the Dacre true ! 
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42 

By love o'erpower'd^ of speech bereft^ 

Fair EUinor her chamber sought ; 
With frenzied gaze^ the Dacre stood. 

Now sooth'd by hope, now sunk in thought : 
The languid look, the trembling frame. 

The tortur'd mind avail'd him nought. 

43 

The Dacre gaz'd, the Dacre sigh'd. 

With aching heart, and giddy head ; 
In vain he struggled to be £ree ; 

Life's pleasures all, alas I were fled : 
Forgotten are the feats of youth. 

When by his arm vain t3rrants bled,-— 
Leave we the hero &r a while. 

By Love an easy captive led. 

44 

Yes ! glory must to love give way ; 

The brave to beauty still must bow ; 
In vain we scorn the urchin bold. 

In vain to 'scape his snares we vow ; 
The crimson'd cheek, and the eye of fire. 

Will drive a frown from the hero's brow; 
Vol. L H 



Who scorns tlie fidrest of the bar. 

May soon a captive be, I trow ; 
And he who was ao hM, oihtB, 

A willing ixfe, iks aigiiing now. 

45 

The golden mom gieam'd o'et the iulb ; 

The soaring laik did FImbIhis call ; 
Whose gladsome rays illum'd the woodst. 

When the little Page Ibok'd from the hall. 
And mounted on a palfrey gtey. 

He spied a straager, fierce and tall : 
Dark was his visage, sunk his eyes^ 

And oft his steed was like to fiJJ* 
For he spurred, and qrarr^tL the weanod atoedy 

Until he came to the castle walL 

The weighty sword hung by his side. 

And black the armour the stranger wore; 
He lighted from his palfrey grey. 

Whose sides were wet with purple gore : 
With angry frown he gaa'd around ; 

The little Page was troubled sor^ ; 
And with the look of tirranny. 

He CQr'd the Page now o'er and o'er. 
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Ajid he bas said til' Ae little Bigfe> 

^^ Sweet bfB$ I de^lfaMr bat lieaikte lae; 
Sliew which chamber in this proud castle^ 

It is^ were sleeps thy fair hidie. 
I'm the Bladt BiuM^ o£ NfMf&Umborki^ 

And &in youQg WMmoit w«iiM' sm ; 
111 make thee greater tha» k Pagfi, 

And gold aiid tih»r shidl beih)r fte i'^ 

Ihe Page he frowii'd^ the P^ he ku^d^ 

The Page he spakei sighl; angriiir ; 
'' Think'st thou m^ hdkr I wMdi&.heti»]i!^ 

For all the goUl la Ghmesendiel 
Ko !— Know, Black Baron, my ladie's love. 

Is dearer, &r, than gold^ to me : 
•And woe ttWaite tibe luddeas ikir. 

Who wares a bbk ofloi^e eor tliefi^r 

49 

Ihe Bax(m> took a silvser whistle. 

And thrice, he bleslir, both loud atd dear^ 

AVhen one score men, and two score men 
Did quickly by his side appear j 
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And he has said to the little Page, 

'^ Thy proud replj^ boy^ shall cost thee dear : 
Thy aid to me> do but quickly lend. 

And thou thro' life hast nought to fear." 

50 

The Page he laugh'd, the Page he frown'd. 

The Page he spake right angrily ; 
'' My ladie hates thee, thou Black Baron, 

As I do thy gold, and thy silver fee ! 
For wander east, or wander west. 

The widow's curse still follows thee ! 
Who such a tyrant gives her hand. 

But binds herself to slaverie ! 
There is a squire within this castle, 

A match for thee and thy companie 1'^ 

51 

The Page he spake, but he spake no more; 

For, Oh ! his life was at an end ! 
^' Take, take thee that !" quoth an angry loott, 

'' Poor noisy worm ! it will thee mend ! 
Or man, or boy, who thus speaks our Baron, 

To heav'n, or hell, his soul 111 send !" 
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52 

The Dacre from his window saw 

The bloody deed ; quick down be came ; 
^' Now rise ! now rise I my comrades all ! 

Brown Adam ! Andrew ! Dick o' Graeme ! 
Rise Johnstons I Armstrongs ! and the Shaws ! 

And all the rest that I could name ; 
Bise ! try your swcn^^ that never &il'd^ 

Fair EUinor your help doth claim ; 
And curs'd be he who will npt rise. 

To save £com harm an injur'd dame !" 

53 

When each had sworn to kill or dle^ 
The Dacre opened the castle gate^ . 

And he has said to the Black Baron> 

'^ Thy strength I scorn ! thy deeds I hate ! 

Who stains his sword with virtue's gom. 
Will sore repent^ when 'tis too late ! 

54 

" Con^e on ! come on ! man to his man ! 

Methinks it loss of time to wait ; 
We fight the cause of a ladie fair^ 

And for the rest, we trust to fate !" 
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55 

The first who fell wia the Black Barcm; 

For the Dacre deft his head in twain : 
Soon^ ofhisluckletR threescore iiieB> 

Full forty on the ground lay s^Biin r 
The rest sunk down ; hem many a wonni 

The crimson tide pour'd out anuoB ; 
Each look'd on Dacre^ witii a ngh^ 

A brave man's mercy psoud to gain. 

56 

*^ Spare ! spare^ and pity !" quoth the Dacre^ 
'' No more their gore our swords shall stain ; 

And may he who fighcts fin: a good ]adie> 
Ne'er fear a foe> nor fight in vauk^ 

^ The wounded gently bear to the hall^ 

For need of belp> I trow^ haiw t^ey ; 
And some a grave dig wide and deep^ 

And in it soon these dead men lay : 
The mangled corse of the Black Bavon^ 

Quick to his castle we will eonvey ; 
And give due thanks to the King c^ kingti^ 

For fitvors he hath shown, this day !" 
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And Andrew's WlUie;^ lie was there. 

And loud hai Jangh'd, tke sight to see^ 
And fsdn^l&e vom» of the Black Baron 

He would liave bvu^ on 4ie lughest txs^ 
Or thrown it into Eden deep, 

A feast for eels and pkes to be. 
The Dacregave him a well4isi'dfiix8ei 

Fqr savii^ of <0«r good ladie; 
And he has jpia'd the Dacre's clan. 

And a merry wi^t lopg may he be ! 

59 

Now stepped fssth ladie Ellinor, 

The bloody d^ she had trembling seen | 

And she has knelt most fervently. 

And thanked heaVn, with uplifted een : 

The Dacre beadiBg'o'er her^ sigh'd, - ' 
And rais'^ her, with a courteous mien. 

60 

From her &ir finger she took a ring. 

And gave it the Dacre, with kisses three. 

Saying, " For the d^ed thine arm hath done^ 
The Lord of Corbye, thou sbdt heJ" 



h6 THE ROSE OF OORBYE. CaiUolt* 

But when she saw her lifeless Page, 

A some ladie> I trow was she : 
*^ A-lack-a-dajr ! my faithful boy ! - J 

A Page so true, I ne'er hope to see !*• 
She hung her head^ pale grew her cheek. 

And many a tear fell from her e'e. 

61 

She has giv'n the Dacre her lily hand^ 

And her lands that lay both £ur aiid wide ; 
Again the red blooms on his cheeks. 

When he beholds so fair a bnde: 
For she seem'd an angel, and no womaii. 

With her maidens seated by her side ; 
And &in will be the feeble mother. 

To hear what luck did her son betide. 

62 

Who would not cherish virtuous lov«. 

Its joys are pure, its cares are light ; 
But who can say love's joys will last. 

The &irest flow'r a storm may blight : 

63 

For love is like a lily flow'r ; J 



And love is like a feverish dream ; 



i\ 



t 



A bitter draught it soon may provej 
Tho' now life's luxxuy ftupreme ! 

64 

Now one by i^W iti JQN*^'! 4m 

Were welcomed ii^ ^ bfkll^ 
Wbere the tables groan'd with dainty &re^ 

And bUthe and merry, I trow were all : 
And old Grey ^la^e, in his g^\ 9f0^^^9 

Who stai waif rgsiAf %% fm h^'% ^ 

Now witl^ his ]Ml|l f^m i|9a|94 Afa^j 
And loudly ^^ th^ ]^}l ^m>lBk'n ^l 

TiU the gpr^ Qopk lOiiiae (lid c» ttopi n^ 

How eager sits his good old mother. 

Young Dacre watchmg, i&om tower high ; 
And many wibk theiip ehil^XiQn loa^> 

" They sui^ i^nU cgnpie I" <?ft A? A^ir mf» 
They ga?e along the woody ^«i. 

And o^^ fihe UD^ ^ith ^»g^ eye. 
When swif); an4 swifi^r o'^ tihe ^oor, 

ForeiMist ttey s^e th^ Dfipre fly. 



V€l. I. 
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66 

'^ O God be praui'd!'' says ike &^Ue mothiu; 

'' I count them all in safety nigh ! 
And on grey palfrey arra/d in wldte^ 

Methinks an angel I espy V* 

67 

And when she Idss'd tlie Dacre'« bride^ 

She diopp'd an aged ihotheir^s tear; 
And when they told of wlmt had pass'd^ 

Rejoiced was she, ihe tale to hear : 
^^ Thrice happy day !'' quoth the "feeble moiher^ 

'^ That gave my son a dame so dear I" 
^Thrice happy day !" quoth ihe Dacre's dan, 

" When man to man, we knew no fear !" 

68 

Now safe arrived on the banks of Lyne, 

A fether, mother, wife,' they see. 
And tjiere they drink the nut-brown ale. 

And tell th^ feats, with merry glee: 
For man to man, ne'er a border tJan 

Cou'd fight the Dacre, and his companie* 



\ 
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69 

• 

He bas to each brave comrade giv^n 

Botb gold and silver^ for a fee ; 
But may the penny ne'er cross his purse^ 

Who will not fight foe a good ladie ! 
And he whose heart is sunk in love^ 

I wiA him soon firom trouble free ! 

• 

Fcnr Love can wound without a scar; 

And Loye can .bind without a chain; 
Mid' savage Winter's frightful storms^ 

Love finds his way o'er land and main : 
Love's arrows pierce the bravest hearty 

And soon subdue the proud and vain ; 
And when man bows a slave to Love^ 

'Tis hard his fireedom to regain^ 
Por the greatest trial man endures^ 

Is lovely woman's cold disdain 1 

71 

By day and night. Love wings his flight 
O'er barren heath, and flow'ry plain; 

Mid' Summer's heat, and Winter's cold. 
Love glories in his tyrant reign : 



(fid tli% MtE tt Wkt'TfR. tdti^t. 

He bends Im bow, to wound the heart 
Of monarch proud, and lowly swain. 

But one kind gl&boe tlffOi ter W& piet, 
Will freedom gltg; ^ \>ICii&lk pfid^ I 

W 

O may this talie c^fdti&er &d;^d 

But cheat the bdSdtti ot t fifi^. 
How pleas'd will be the unknown Bard, 

Who boasteth not of minstrelsy I 
Tho' weak^ tife vm^ &t1tas \atik&a. luttp. 

And he kMig\dl)i &1i(r mivie. 
Fain would lie ^ ih tfikrtue^s ptldse, 

Tho' pover«!^ Tiatli bbW*a hitti te1»r. 
And tlfelf^lblld W^ai% pfll»li&n%. 



%^t B^tng flatter. 



k 



THE DYING HARPER. 



The xnaTis sweet' began to sing^' ' ' 
And CoRBYf: woods were turning green ; 
"When auld Grev Graeme grew sick at hsaxk 
Now fourscore Winters he bad seen ;. 

And rest gat nane^ 
A' strength was gane^ 
Pale was bis cheeky and sunk bis een. 

2 

Quo' be^ '^ Life's sand is weel nigh rui^ 
And last of a' tbe flock am I ; 
But here's a leel> an honest beart> 
Tbe stings o' conscience can defy: 

Life's but a daj ; 

We slip away; 
A' nature tells tbe reason wbj. 
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** In vain we seegli and greet at deatb^ 
When time has shorn an achin' pow ; 
*Tis painfu' to be ling'rin' here. 
When .to the earth age maks us bow : 

IVe had mj 8har» 
O' warldlj care. 
And death comes m' nae terrors now. 



" When first I sa* yoA castlo wi*, 
A blitheaome. sight it was to me; 
When last I sa' yon easile wa^ 
The saut tear blinded afi my e'd ; 

God'6 will be duin ! 

Hc^ points abuin ; 
And ay her smiks fian coinfiiit.gie. 

5 

'' Hoarse-oBumi'ifog EbeK, sweet ti>y w>ini& 

Are borne on ilka passing gale ; 

Aft I hae ttray'd thy thiek-wov'Q woods^ 

When Luna lighted hill and diede ; 

O' days by-gane> 
In lightly strain. 

Ay fiun to poor the true*taukl tsde. 



6 

^ Dear windia' stvfam ! thy ^ip^g)iia' Ifpad 
Like fiiendslup'« voices tp 100 ipw avf ei»i ;«r* 
Nae mair tlij iminuui^ laaoji I b^r J 
Nae mair my ^s^^f <ui earth I'll <9^ I 

A ftv'rirfi 4ream, 
4. buhhl^ stream^ 
Life proves at best ft 4f^ p)i9^ I 

T 

Jeannet^ iny vrii^i yie^t HWt nlwii I 
The twentieth ^pppg pQW de<^ Ibe Irttt 
Sin' thou tuik leave o' tbi9 wail'9 ^Ci(^ 
And laith w|i| I tQ pait wi' the^s 

} pin'd B^e lang, 
JB^ttbs^Waswrang; 
We shou'dna w^Jpp Hit fy,t^'% i3ep:«9 J 

" Wi' ^, dw? ifW^P(» 0' yotttk's joy^ 
In realms <^' b)i^ I lnQg ^ mept ; 
And my five soivb» fism hy tb$ Da]|S> 
O may they suia tbif «f irit greet I . 

7b9 bqqil'3 braid light 
Fade9 firae my sights 
And weak life'f p\ilie beguw to bea(t« 
Vol. I, K 
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9 

'^ Come hither^ Coll !— Auld fidthfu' dog t 
To lea' thee^ O it inaks me grieve ! 
Thou monie a lesson gie'st proud man. 
For thou wilt serve, but ne'er deceive / 

'When I am gane. 
There still is one. 
Will ilia day thy wants reHeve. 

10 

'^ Yes, ane there is will send ihee food,. 

That angel fair wha plac'd me here ; 

And ANE there is will her reward. 

The virtuous mind hath nought to &ar: 

Purr and distrest. 
She made me blest—* 

Fbw on ! flow on, thou gratefu' tear. 

11 

^* FareweeJ, dumb frien ! grown grey wi' p 
Painfo' the thought that we maun part ; 
May'st thou be buried by my side. 
This wish clings to my achin' heart : 

Thy paw gie me ; 

Tears quat my ee ; 
Thy moan e'«n maks imithcr start i 
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12 

^ Hand o'er my harp \ guid Maroert I 

And let me ance mair touch the string; 

To it^ I sang o' fbnner da7s> 

Bui nane of auld Grey Graeme will singf 

Sweet harp ! nae mair 
Thoult sooth ilk care I 

Por me^ there is nae second spring ! 

13, 

*' O when I'm in my narrow hed. 
This HARP haiig high in Corbye Ha' ! 
There monie a Winter we heguil'd, 
Nae snell blast heedin^ sleet or snaw ; 

And there^ blest hour ! 

When cauldi and puir^ 
Fair Ellinor my een first saw ! 

14 

'^ Yes^ Sol had westward driv'n his tean^ 
Some ither country to delight; 
And Boreas^ wi' a thousand blasts. 
Bade welcome to the wintry night: 

The rparin' fiood^ 

The mdanin wood. 
Might weel a timid mind affiright I 
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<' But when the £mp«ett o' the iky 
Rose stately o*er ilk murlcy doud^ 
An angel smile hade plenty «bear 
The carte, hy canld and hunger, bdw'd : 

I thank kind heav'n ! 

Tb me 'tis giv'n. 
To pay her yet i^' gialitude t 

16 

*' Blest he the aged p6ar man's Mend> 
Who owns a heart to &ding trae ! 
May happiness grow wi' her yeon^ 
Nor sorrow ever chmd her farow ! 

O were she near ! 

O amid she hear 
The Dying Harpefi last adiea J 

IT 

'^ To sootihe didtrm, wherefer seeHj 
What joy so pure heneath the sky ? 
Heav'n has, finr 8U(^> a gifl in stjoie^ 
That this warl's wealth can neter buy. 

Peace to their days. 
With eadt one's praise. 
Who wipe the tewr firae «nse*y's eye ! 



IS 

'^ Fareweel^ ye sheep upo^ tlie taXLl 

Kae mair yell hear t|be Harper's voice ; 

Nae mair yell greet bim wi' a bleet ; 

Nae mair hell pat je, and rejmoel 

Wi' ye to stray^ 
At cloflin' day> 

Was ay the leel auld Harper's^ duHoe! 

19 

'^ Fareweel;, ye buddin' wavin' Do^eods I 

Ne'er^ ne'er again ye'll dielter me ; 

I watch'd ye grow, I've seen yc &', 

And sa' a £rien in ilka tree : 

Cropp'd in your prime. 
Or bow'd by time, 

Justdaei weak mcm's eat down^ ISse yel 

20 

*< Fareweel, my bonnie siller birks. 
Where monie an e*ettin' boor I pla/d ! 
It is a leel anM Harper^s wish. 
To rest his banes aneal^ yoor shade f-« 

Weak grows my breath-^ 
Gome, welcome death I 
To quat this wax), I'm not 9&M I 
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21 

^' The wicked ne'er &n me a Men ! 

The virtuous ne'er fan me a &e ! 

A shainefu' deed ne'er flush'd my cheeky 

Ne'er caus'd within my bosom wae !— . ' 

Receive me. God ! 

Be my abode 
The mansion of eternal day !" 

22 

Without a moan^ without a seegh^ 

The leel auld Harper clos'd his een ; 

And near his weel-lo'ed siller birks« 

There is a grave by monie seen : 

And on the hill. 
Close by the rill. 

The spot where Gret Graeme's hut has beea. 

23 

Fair Ellinor, the peerless dame. 
Had carv'd his virtues on a stane. 
At which the leam'd afl pdre and seegh. 
And fiincy words, where words are naiie. 

Time a' destroys ! 

Let us be wise! 
Anither day, perchance we're gane ! 



€immt, uftKQmttt, 



IN TWO CANTOS. 



CANTO THE FIEST. 



DxAB Philakthbopt ! fifst-born of Heaven ! what- 
ever my sufferizigs in this giddy world, never do thou 
forsake this bosom. I listen the child of sorrow's tale, and 
thou whisperest to me in a soothing voice, '^ Haste, dry 
the scalding tear, and bid the rose of joy banish the sickly 
Illy of despair.** 



CONNOR, A FRAGMENT. 



CANTO THE FIRST. 



Tight bad drawn her sable curtain^ 

Some tbree boun across tbe plain ; 
'torn tbe bills tbe blast was raging. 

And in torrents ieHl the rain ; 
irej in years, and grey in sorrow. 

At a cabin in tbe vale, 
)ermot, trembling o'er tbe tbreshold^ 

Sigb'd, and. told bis broken tale. 



Wet and weiuy, dull and dreary. 

Home or comfort none bave I ; 
)n tbe dark beatb long I've wander'd. 

Not one star iQumes tbe sky : 
rbe cbeering bbuse tbat gilds tbis cottage, 

Gave a ray of bope to me ; 
) sbield an old man £rom tbe tempest ! 

Heav'n still smiles on cbarity." 

Vol.1. L 
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^' WelctnnrPtsrieAitiiiaiilf tottar, ^ 

" Welcome to this lowly shed !" 
'' Mercy on thee V said his &ir dne^ 

'^ Thou shalt 4lui9e<ottr txMtxd «mI bed ! 
Age and trouble's bow'd thee double ; 

Whiten'd locks thy years proclaim ; 
Food and fire will qaiok teinvQ theQ^ 

But, O say firpm whence jou cinpe ?'* 

4 

*' Tm a wand'rer, diune belieyc mcs. 

Heedless where I bend niy way j; 
Now I sigh thro' gloomy valliesy 

Now o'er craggy niguntains stray : 
Oft driy'n from the statdy mansion ; 

Oft partaking with the poor ; 
Sometimes in an out^house ifcsting ; 

Sometimes wretohi^d on a moor. 



" How dare maUi e'en sunk in sadness. 
Blame the fiit'd decrees of Gqd ! 

For me, tho' ofltimes driy'n tp zxi^dne^s. 
Still resign'd, I kiis the tofi : 



Round I gaze^ see many thousands^ 
Who wou'd change their lot with mine—* 

Heav'n has bldBimgi ftr eacll^ ADVtttl^ 
Never let me tib» i^lfitf. 

6 

^' Life is but a vale of 8«m^; 

Fleeting joys; awSife w«t pvitfoi j^ 
Comfort now fix»n H^ we bonmr ; 

Now the S3rren fromm^ileft*: 
Now we bow to pow'r^ to riches ; 

These^ alas ! the mind deceive ; 
But at lengtli ex|»etitejo&leiadi9B^ 

Virtue only bliai canglve^ 



'^ Since the blood-staan^ fite&dP> M^fie^km, 

Stalk'd this d^ar4dv^ country ro^iiidy^ 
I have dreamt of dG^d^qNUD^; 

Noughibotruk'yy 1^^ Ffbwd ^ 
Oft^alas! I'm reft of reason; 

Ah ! how happy then am I ! 
These dim eyes have dene wUH weepii^ 

ikHTowVMs^tiuliiB are rtioi dryi 
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8 

^^ Tlie fidthful mistress of this boeoiii 

Long has moulder'd with the dead; 
I had friends^ who smiling met me. 

Some are fall'n, and others fled : 
Busy memory, why distract me ? 

Turn no more to manhood's joys; 
Greatest treasures, dearest pleasures^ 

In a moment &te destroys. 

9 

'^ Half my life the sport of fortune, 

Hopes I must not cherish here ; 
Bent with age, its pains increasing, 

Man hath little left to &ar : 
Stranger, wheresoe'er I wander. 

Kindred, |&iends, fiom me are torn ; 
Yet, ev'n thus, a voice of soothing. 

Cries, '^ Man was noi made to maaxn V* 

10 

'' I'd a cahin, seat of comfixrt, 
Where ne'er poor man ask'd in TaiB ; 

Eager to difluse each blessing. 
Eager to allay each pain : 
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Many a helpless woe-worn s^^ranger 
Shar'd my coarse but wholesome &re; 

Oft I saw the tear of pleasure. 
Oft I heard the earnest pray'r. 

11 

^ It was more than palace to me ; 

There with health I hail'd the day; 
From the seat (Chappy childhood. 

Nought cbu'd tempt me fiir to stray : 
Years returning gave new blessings ; 

Joyous, where I first drew breath ; 
There, in peace, had dwelt my ftihers. 

There, I hop'd to welcome death. 

12 

'' I had fields, I lov'd them dearly; 

I had sons finr me who toil'd ; 
Heav'n a daughter kindly gave me. 

Blooming like a rose*-1iud wild. 
Fiends of Hell soon burnt my cottage. 

Where youth's happy years were spent ; 
Worse than fiends deflower'd my daughter. 

And to Heav'n that angel sent 



• ■ It 

*^ Sixteen Summers ok the ptmnitaiiffy 
Scarce had dancSI tbe hnnsaway ^ 

Till to eartli we weeping bore her 
Fall'n to villain man a prey ! 

Pow'r SupREME^:BtokBeiit vy-fteiis^t^ 
Kfiew tlie TifBiodfYeirs I ftrgavt^ 

How can man, thy ima^ebossl^iig. 
E'er foTgot^'Sm sirBrr 70^ sa^v^ 

U 

'^ Yet^ methjniks 1' see her drying'. 

That was life's Kftevestsboek; 
•—Ah ! how cou'd ye spare her &ther ? 

Mercy did his grief but mock ! 
The last words the &ebl^ utter^^ 

Seem'd a pra/r to HeaVn Ibvme ; 
Bud of piomise^'nrtyUig&ted^ 

Had I bow'd to eaitb vfbit th«e i 

'< Shed untfo me tears of sonovr; 

Bitter pangs I'd yet to- fee); 
My two manly sons were slaughter'd. 

By th' assassin's reeking steel! 



Free &om anarchy and Action, 

Freedom tho* they deatly lov'd. 
Dark suspicion saw thea virtittnis; 

Such foul deedf stem Bow^ lapipn^Vl. 

16 

^ But my WiLLtASt yofoogeit^ deuMt^- ' 

Doom'd in £ireign dlimes to BiouRiv! 
Exii'd youth! peiiiaps unpitied ; 

Ne'er^ ah ! afiT^r <canst thoa rgtoml 
Durst I ask of God one hlessing. 

On thee I would feast mine eye ; 
Then fbrgcHM of iifib^a tn>uUn, ' 

Connor soon in {leaee wOnU die I 

IT 

^< Towards tlie firids I tiU% deBgbtel^ 

At to-morrow'« dawn Vti bend^ 
And trace liie lull were stood my cottfljge ; 

Ev'ry tree will aeem a £deiKL 
From the sod that wraps her mother^ 

Near were murder'd Mary lies^ 
Nought on earthy I've sworn, shall tear me^ 

Till death close my aching eyes T 



-i 
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18 

f 

Wildly gaz'd the cottar, sigliiiig; 

Oft in vaia he stroVe to jspeak; 
Strong emotions tore his bosom ; 

Manly tears bedew'd his cheebi : 
'' Sorrow's, victim,", soft he utter'd, 

'^ Heav'n lias heard thy fervent pra/r ; 
Mark thy son who bows before thee ; 

Henceforth thou shalt be our care. 

19 

^ Long-loit parent now I've found ihee> 

Never, nevet more well part ! 
This lov'd wife thy age will nourish. 

Watch thee, with a feeling heart ! 
Lambs at rest, shall each, when waking. 

Bless a grandsire with a kiss."— 
*' HEAvfNLT Father ! let us thank the^^ 

For this scene of unhop'd bliss !" 



END OF C.4NT0 FIRST. 



Connor, a jusmnt^ 



CANTO THE SECOND, 



VoLL 



CONNOR, A FRAGMENT. 



CANTO THE SECOND. 



O'er the fruitful vales of Erin 

Glanc'd the hroad-fec'd god of day; 
Cottars to their early labour^ 

Whistl'd trifling cares away : 
Plenty wav'd her golden treasure^ 

Blest reward for human toil; 
Nought was heard hut joyous pleasure. 

Nought was seen but nature's smile. 



Bedhreasts^ sweet domestic songsters, 

Hjonn'd with joy the grey-ey'd mom ; 
Dew drops spangl'd hedge and meadow, 

Glisten'd on the bending com : 
Near the mill, his females round him. 

Stately strode brisk chanticleer ; 
From lone cot and busy village. 

Rural sounds burst on the eaxl 
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(Habfv tfi&tl oil kks ^xot^Qgv 

Lt/^/!? known^ tho' muck despis'd^ 
Where contentment rules each dwelling:^ 

And domestic Wis .is prisr'd; 
Hospitality^ delighted^ 

Snules benignant o*er thy plains ; 
While by Shamrock wreathes united. 

Honour marks thy hardy, swains. 



Ne'er may foreign foes deceive thee^ 

Isle that boasts the wise and brave ; 
Ne'er that dauntloss spirit leave thee 

Ling'ring to a comar^s grave I 
While thy sons in ev'ry danger^ 

Pour destruction on eaeh foe^ 
May thy daughters j&om a stranger 

Ne'er receive a cup of woe !) 



Such the time^ when '^i^^liom^ risings 
Pour'd to Heav'n his daily pray^rj 

While the partner of his bosom, 
Trimm'd the hearth with thrifty care : 



Oft they mark'd the grief^wom fturows 
On poor Dermot's aged cheek; 

Fear^ to disturb bis shsmbens^ 

Oft they would^ butdnntnot i^eaiL 

6 

!Kest with t|¥0 snneet buds of fffondsi^y 
Pictiores fidr of roseate heahh^ 

Fledges of each fimd affectioii^ 
Dearer &r to both ibaa wealth; 

Many a glance towards the stranger, 
Did they giye, with aiAdng eyes; 

« 

Eager for a grandsire's blessini^ 
Anxious to behold him rise* 



'' Sleep^ thou footbdr of dejectioxi. 

Nature's balm ftr ev'jry wne. 
Health's restore tare's beguikr. 

All our joys to ibee we ow»^ 
Dear to him who rules a palace ; 

Dear to him who bo wti a slave ; 
Dearer to the M»^iCKi930«r> 

Than all wecJll^ «r piw'ir ^'er ga^ I' 
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8 

Thus reflected Williion^ sighing. 

O'er the author of his birth ; 
Rapt in mute attention near him. 

Wonder check'd th^ children's mirth : 
From his che^k, unmark'd hy wrinkles, 

Oft he wip'd the tear of joy; 
Doubtful that new scenes of anguish 

Wou'd each bud of hope destroy. 



Dermot rose, with hands uplifted, 

Thankftil for the light of day ; 
*^ Where, where am I !" sigh'd he feebly, 

^' Do these eyes my mind betray ? 
Ah ! no ! no I my William's near me. 

With the thought reviv'd I se^i ; 
This repays long years of sufieiing. 

And the past seems all a dream I 

10 

" Thou, my daughter, may misfortune 
Ne'er thro' life once bow thy head I 

Sweet thy welcome to the stranger, 
•«-^^ Thou shalt share cur board and bed J** 
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Oft she press'd him to her bosom. 

While a smile of joy was giv^n, 
Such as marks a pityino anoil^ 

When the toretched enter HeaVn. 

11 

Soon prepared, the wholesome break&st 

Susan places; with a smile. 
Each intreats the feeUe fiither. 

Each his cares wou'd fidn beguile: 
Kissing oft the mother's image. 

Blessing oft the blooming hoy. 
Sighs now stifle words half uttet'd. 

Now he sheds the tear of joy. 

12 

Much he longed to quit the cottage ; 

Anxious ere the eyening hour. 
To mark the giaye that hides his partner. 

And his Mary, luckless flow'r | 
There the aged man oft wander'd. 

And a vent, to sorrow gave. 
There on happy days oft pondered. 

Weeping o'er each well-known grare. 



Susan saw the &tk«r> faaetati. 

Climb tlie slaeep' UDb nigged hvvr^ 
Oft they turn^ and gaze enraptur'd. 

On the whiten'd cot below : 
William's a<m luKifrtfiiifpaviad^ 

Winding many a hill iBid (tate i 
'Neath a spreading bmh tMi YMkig^ 

Thus the son MiMB 1b» ttAft. 

14 

'' Father, since Willi tiiMf I ptfMi^ 

I have felt of woes my A^tet 
From the treach'rous foe oft skuUdng, 

Wand'rii^, scarcely knowing where: 
For my yet-lor't hlietUikg cmOtyy 

Never once afraii to difiijr 
Guiltlesfr|ra^d, and stffl un&nnt^ 

Pofv'r, not jusTiCB; bade me fly^ 

15 

** Oh ! 'twas haiS to quit die talley^ 
And each «9ene dear to the hettrl * 

Harder still to lose my &ir one. 
When she utter'd—- ^ Must we part ^ 



Exil'd &r fiom green-MU'd Erin^ 
Fairer dames thou ma/st pursue ; 

Bobb'd of thee> poor orpluin Subul 
Will to pleasure bid adieu !' 

'' All the pangs of grief at parting. 

When two hearts in union join. 
Bound by loye, and uig'd by virtue. 

All these pangs of grief were ndne. 
Forc'd on board, with many a brother. 

Nought of joy, alas ! remained, 
Tho' my mind ne'er yice had cherish'd. 

Nor my hand with blood was stain'd* 

n 

^^ When the star of morning beamings 

Signal gave .of day's bright dawn. 
Oft I trac'd the deck dejected, 

Mus'd on joys forever flown ; 
Or when murky tempests lower'd. 

Drenching my weak shiVring firame, 
I wou'd pray &r thee, my &ther. 

Sigh, and thmk myself to bkme* 
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'^ Borne acro8B tliA viae iUliHitie, 

Friendless^ wretchefl, 4kMin'4 te pbM ; 
Days of ceaseless toil and anguish^ 

N^hts of mis'ry long were mine : 
Still a ray of hop^B sdiil^d im meg 

When my weary t(»l w§m o*tsg. 
Oft I dimb'd the lugiia^t Mountain^ 

Oft I gaz'd^w'rds Erm's §hiCK%. 

^' Fancy^ various pictures pa^ithig^ 

Sometimes fiU'd my heart wbk grief | 
Sometimes in a tsportive humour^ 

Graye my wounded mind relief: 
When the shades of nig^t oWd round tti»> 

Forc'd to seek my wr^hed home, 
I'd nojriend to bid me wdoome^ 

Tho' by toil^ by tixit^t o'ereome. 

20 

^' Spirits ebbing^ health deeaying, 

Life seem'd drwir»g aeaff its dose; 
One dear comrade driy'n firom Erin^ 

Brought my aching heart repose ; 



Yes, he smiling told how Susan 
Liv'd for William^ fond and true; 

But the transieBl glewt ^ffiid^ ▼wiidit> 
When no tidingif^oEnAe fitnB'yM^> 

21 

'' Long I shar'd hb lOMml h^rnk^ 

He my guflffdym^ tfn^ pioVj^ 
Till the time r^ioifiif wkfr 

Sought the hott^s «nd fiie^ Ihegit lo^i > 
He it was to Erin hrought me^ 

Hac'd me on our little &rm ; 
Craye to me the maid endearing, 

Thus had life yet pow'r to chanau 

22 

*f Need I mention Cormac to thee? 

Him I found this man of worth — •'* 
Dermot hung his head deep sighing^ 

This caird many a sorrow forth* 
Cormac sought the hand of Mary ; 

Loye smiTd on the happy pair : 
Man to-day each pleasure tastings 

Mourns to-morrow joys that were. 
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23 

*' Father^ 111 no more distress thee, 

Witli the haxdslfips I endur'4; 
Meek religion ne'er forsook me. 

When to eVry ill inur'd : 
Changes wish'd in mar^ipoitd Erin^ 

Brought safe o'er thy long-lost son ; 
Time restor'd my weleome &ther— - 

God is jvst ^His will be done !" 



^att ^iwtsmt'^ iSotoet, 



IK THREE CANTOS. 



CANTO THE TIEST. 



FAIR MARGARETS BOWER. 



liMMMaMHiriiift 



'..■i'.'i. ; i> 

^ Go saddle me tlie mflk-wklt^ (Nie^d> 

In costly proud array ; 
My errand do with mickle speedy 
And three times ^ter than the vftis^i, 
Tho' day is fled^ my path 111 find 

To Mai^garet's Bowdr.— -Awny ! awiiy t 

2 

** For I hai^ dreamt a frightM dream ; 

For I a solemn oath hare sworn. 
Spite of the flood, to cross the stream^ 
And pull a rose at Margaret's BoWer, 
That hlooms like her, a matchless flow^. 

Ere thrice the cock proclaims the moniJ 
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Thus to his groom^ Sir Edward sidd^ 

All in his gilded hall ; 
'Twas his the feeble still to aid^ 
For knight more courteous and hnxe, 
Ke'er scom'd the name of coward slare ; 
Tho' he would fight^ but never flee^ 
Mild as the mountain lamb was he. 
And Margaret of the east eountiy. 

Whom nobles- woo'dj 
And many sue'dj 

Did long his heart enthralL 

4 

Then up, and spake the little page. 

His eye let fall a tear ; 
^' If e'er you deign'd to hear a page. 

Your trusty page now hear : 

O list ! O list to me 1 
Upon my bended knee, 
Z do beseech you, tarry here ! 
Venture not forth, good master dear ! 
Cold, dark, and angry is the night. 
Nor lends one star its feeble light ; 



* • 

Deep is the floods 
Dang'rous the wood ; 
O go not ferth P' quedi ha 

5 

'^ TesifiB, fCMOB, tfadu litde tremUing {«ge> 

Nor drop a tear £ir aid ! 
I ne'er took counsel of a page. 

Nor will I no^ of thee ! 
The bleakest blast VA hdSif hoM, 
Or cross the highest white-topp'd wave. 
Nor heed the angr7 storms of nighty 
Tho' not one 9tar lends me Ut liglit^ 

The pe^itos naid I'U aee. 

6 

'<^ I'll Imr her mice, ere rise die mden^ 

If Hea;v«a doth me tfpaz^ ; 
For by hj0r beautccNis matt^hlesiB fiMe, 
And by her artless winmsg graoe> 

Now solemnly I swear^, 
Ne'er, ne'er did sun or pale-fac'd moon 

Shine on a &ce so fair V 
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7 

The milk-white steed 
Now prancing neigh'd. 
His mane shook with the wind ; 
Loud blew the blasts down came the shower. 
But many a lofty lonely tower. 

He soon left &r behind : 
And many a deep-ton'd castle bell 
Told him each hour in distant dell. 

8 

Twas tempest all, and all was dark. 
Save ftom the steed's &et many a spark ; 
Thro' mossy glens, and soughing woods. 
Mid' rug^;ed rocks, and roaring floods. 

O'er mountains wild, and moors he flew ; 
And pluck'd a rose at Margaret's Bower, 
That bloom'd like her, the sweetest flowa*. 

Long, ere the grey-cock crew. 

9 

And now below the Bower window. 

Without or dread or fear. 
He anxious listens, pacing slow. 
All expectation, breathing low. 
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It was her yoice !-— Ah no ! Ah no ! 
That well-known voice he cannot hear, 

10 

'' Awake^ &ir Margaret^ awake ! 

All silent is around^ 
Save many a watch-dog^s &r«heard voice. 

And Tyne's hoarse-murmuring sound : 
Far have I wander'd £)r thy sake^ 

Awake^ awake^ hlest choice ! 
The pale moon resteth on the hill^ 

Then bid thy true love now rejoice. 
And haste to him who loves thee still 1 

11 

<^^ O dear Mai^iaretl 

O fidr Margaret ! 
Thy true-love calls on thee ! 

O &ir Margaret ! 

O dear Margaret! 
Come quickly down to me 1 

12 

^ Thy &ther is perchance at rest. 

And nought^ methinks^ hast thou to dread; 
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Fly, flj to him Wlio loves l^ee heai, 
A captive by thy beauty led; 
'Tis Edward calls on thee ! 

Ere day^s bright dawn 
Well &r begone. 
To-morrow's son 
Will see us one; 
Think of thy vows to mci" 



13 

*^ What voice is that, whidi bids her rise? 
In whispers low, a stranger cnes; 

'^^Who daie on Margaret call? 
I swear by yon bright lamp of night. 
Ruin awaits the luckless wight; 
He ne'er will sde the morning l%ht. 

But by this arm dbail M ! 



» 



i>» 



14 

'' O dear Maigai^ ! 
O &ir Margaret! 

Again I call on thee ! 

Maidof my love. 
Thy £nlii now prove I 

And pity isSiew to me T 
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15 

Enrag'd^ his sword the stranger drew ; 
Ah ! wretch^ the deed long wilt thou rue ! 

Deep^ deep it drank life's purple gore ; 
Like some mute victim doom'd to bleed^ 

The dauntless youth now struggl'd sore^ 
But thought not who had done the deed : 
Sir Edward fell^ his country's pride^ 
On Margaret call'd^ his promis'd bride ; 
'' For thee I bleed !" he said and sigh'd^ 

But word spoke never more. 



S90 or CANTO FIRST. 



^att ;JWiatgatet'0 Botaer 



CANTO THE SECONR 



FAIR MARXSARET^ BOWER. 



GAKTO THE seCONIk 



Above the gre^^-hills of the East, 
Blithe morning smil'd in safi&on drelt> 

With sHver dew hesprent; 
ynxsa Margaret left her chamber fiur, 
O that she'd ne'er been pillow'd there ! 
Pale wretched child of love and care^ 

Alas ! a weary night she spent. 

2 

Why didst thou, Maigaret, leave thy botrer. 

To rest thee in thy chamber faiiL? 
O had'st thou ne'er been pillow'd there^ 
Poor hapless child.of love and care ! 
Was it the tempest of the night 

That did thy anxious mind a&ight? 
Vok I. P 
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True to his vow. 

Sir Edward flew; 
Spite of loud wind^ or heavy shower. 
He came at love's jappoifiLt^ hq^U 
To* pluck the rose at Maigarefiir Bo weir. 



Scarce sleep, tl^ 9Q9tli^ of ead^ wo€^ 

Had dos'd &er eyes of azure hue, 
When vurious ghastly ftlHMi iiM^saw 
Flit hideous to her &ncied view ; 
The owl next at her c^mam% f^mfif 
The raven h^sel^ 9<q^P¥9'^ ^t^md; 

Her tor^r'4 l^f^ 
fkj^y hope i^ tj^j^ 
For cross the fx^qxa S^ ^dwa^ $ife|f% 

AU halVd i^ blq^ 
dad only in a shroud* 

4 

And now, to ris^ she sluoye vv ^^if( v 
Alas! disorder'd was her faraua s 

_ t 

Then fidnting caji t^^ floov s^hf feH ? 
The nw)rning smil'd on her ya^ cIm;<^ 
Fled was the Uq^ ^^eel^ip^i^if^}^ 



Who* ttiftAy a snStor fcn^d tbo w^ l' 
She ix)8e, liy* tt'dsfeff biftr* fe te^ 
But all her hope*; hW ^tts, "het ftte. 

No pen can piint, ho tongue can fell. 



Now for her fethfer, ih the hali, 
LoHd^ and louder did she cry ; 

But echo round each massy wall^ 
Only xnade a htg teply. 



*' Ah ! whither, father/ ^^ A^ti gdh6> 
Who will now my grief allay ? 

I ne'er was wont to he alone ; 
But at this elbiy hOui^ 6f fiay. 
When wiA-Ay Miffgakfet all t^g gay'j*^ 

T 

Now for her feShfer ili the gfeii. 
Loud, and louder dlfl she cty; 

But echo from her dai^n'd deh. 
Only made aloDg I'eply. 

8 

'^ Come hither, little trembling page. 
All wati and pale, what ailelh thee ? 
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Why dost thou weep^ boy? q>eak my page \ 
What heavy tidings bring'st thou me ? 

From eitha: eye there &lls a tear, 

Alas 1 thy tale I &in would hear ; 

Say, trembling page, what aileth ihee?" 

The boy he wept, the boy he sigh'd. 

In vain to speak the boy oft tri(^ 

9 

Now for her fttfaer in the wpod^ 

Loud, and louder did she cry ; 
The passing stream,, the distant floodn 

Only made adeqi xq^ly* 

>She thought not of her rosy Bower> 
But sought the highest western tower^^ 
And eager ga^d around; 

But nought could see, 
St^ve moor and tree^ 
And scatter'd flodcs upon the lea : 

Tho' great her &ar. 
She nought could h&^^ 
SiBLW Tyne^s hoairse-murrn'ring sound* 



11 

^' Meihinks^ I see in yonder vale 
My &ther slowly come tMs way; 

iUas ! no Cither's in the vale ; 

Where can he he ? What can he ail ? 
Distraction doth my thoughts hetray I'* 

Again she look'd^ and near the Bow'rj, 

Beheld a nulk^white steed 
Bend o'er a corse ; Ah ! luckless hour ! 
She little dreamt who had the pow'r 

To do thQ hellish deed^ 

13 

Ab darts a mountain eagle down. 

She from the castle flew; 
But every hope forsook her^, soon 

As she Sir Edward knew : 
On his pale face^ and gory hreast^ 
She sunk, and oft his cold lips pres^ 

And oft did Edward call : 
Alas ! what some are doom'd to know, ^ 
What trials mortals under^ ! 
Now from her eyes, quite dim with woe. 

Love's last sad tears did fall. 






]4 

Soon^ soon in wild despair^ 

The alver pin from her &ir hau% 

She took^ -and pierc'd her heart : 
His bleeding corse she dying prest^ 
Life's current quickly left her breast ; 
** Edward !" she cried, ** I come, my love ! 
The joys denied, we yet may prove! 

We meet no more tiD £art !' 



IW 



XMD Of CAliTO 8SC09»t 



;fa(t ;Watptet'j{ Botoet^ 



CANTO THE THIBD 



FAIR HiHGARET'S BOWER. 



CANT611Ifi IPfilBD. 



'' Sir Hugli ! Fair Mvgftoet t firlfa^ r 

The servants eifl Mncnisd; 
In vain^ Fair MatgMel^ Sir Hug^ 
Around tlie serviaiiftf loudfy oaU^ 
Deep echo round each ivied wall^ 

Did only mock the SBund. 

'* Where goest theu^ Ihde trenihliiVg p^^ 
Pale is xh?^ £iee^ what aiktli lihee? 

Why dost thou ^ireep? i^eA ^|mek^^ filg^^ 
He sighixif Mul# '^ M ! &Uow Jiei** 

Vol. I. # 
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3 

He led Audi to bis lady's Bower^ 

And first they saw a milk-wliite lumie; 
And nextj they saw a &ded flower 

£mbrace her lorer's stifien'd corse : 
fiad was the sights each shrank to viiw 

Tiai Margaret slain^ 
Alas! what pain 
Twill cause her &tber^ proud Sir Hugh ? 

A 

His bowmen on Sir Edward call^ 

And mourn along the glen ; 
The maidens &om the gilded ball^ 
Now on the highest castle waU^ 

Look iBnd sigh^ but all in yain. 

Weep^ weep> ye hardy bowmen bold; 

Mourn, mourn, along tiie glen ; 
Ye maidens^ quit the castle wall. 
Go hang with black the gilded haU ; 
Your master's manly fimn is eold. 
And long with sorrow 'twill be told. 

How all untimely be was slain. 
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6 

The trnsty band range tiiro* tlie wood^ 

And carefol seek tiie gloomy dale ; 
Now sound in vain the dark deep flood. 

Now eye the far extended vale. 

Then seasch the fbrest thro' ; 
When 'neath a wiihei^d pine tree stood 

The murderer. Sir Hugh. 



«' Oh ! misery ! Oh ! misery t 
No happiness isi left forme r 

8 

''Whatho! Who's he that x)Kmii8io loud 9 
IVhat ails thee? Say, thou baron pvoodt ^ 

Thy &ce is wan and thin 1 
Thy teeUi they chatter, eyes are sunk. 
Thy body firom ihsy garb is shrunk ! 

Who art thou? say? 
A^well«a^y! 
T]fy bones hare eat ihe sl^y^ 



lift 9i» iMMMnV B«iri» ■' CiM Jk; 



'' Oh ! xnifl^ I C»kt> imibrj ! 
Sir EdwaidV. ailiia«er jMe «tef 

10 

'' O mercy ! Canst tikm hope iftr JNWfti^ 
No! no! He& yngidJiv % Ttf^ofUll. 
Soon withered be th^^ covfod tr«|». 

That slew a knight so hold ; 
And nipt Northumhria's fsorest flower^ 
Amaidpofisest ofev^^lmniir**^ ; 

Thj daughter, wrei^ 1km 9Ma 
Near her own Bower {" 

n 

One IieHuh deed bas-NDb'd west* 

t. 
t 

I ^- 

'' Speaks m^,nt fdk, nlwi% 
Dost see his ghost rids littilKSleim? 
Or thy fidr daught^s muB^Uljht£ankf 
Yes ! yes ! and conscience, gnawing won% 

On thee doth keenly prey T 
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13 

" Oh f misery ! Oli ! wimrf l 

There i&ivi Jiope» ahaS fir/mor 

^ Thou tremhlest^ now thine eye-bolls loU^ 

Methinks we see the sinner die : 
Peaocj murderer^ to thy troubled soul t 
The ravens smell thy carcase foul^ 

Sut screaming from thee fly !" 

15 

" Oh I misery ! Oh ! misery ! 
The grave can give no rest to me !** 

16 

^' For thee^ no one will dig a gravel 

For thecj no one will wail or weep f 
No grass will o'er that body wave> 
Base murderer of the good and brave ! 
StUl far^ far from thy whiten'd bones^ 
That moulder mid' the heath's ^ey stoneSj 

The traveller will keep : 
And babes unborn their babes wiU tell 
The deed of base Sir Hugh; 



\ 
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How by thy arm Sir Edward fell : 
And hoaxj minstrels in the hall^ 
Or near the ivied castle wall. 
Will strike the strings and eurse the hour^ 
And loudly sing of Margaret's Bower*-* 
Thou man of guilty adieu V*' 



C|)e flatpet. 



THE HARPER. 



^< To music we are indebted for one of the purest and 
most refined pleasures that the bounty of Heaven has 
permitted to cheer the heart of man.*' 

^ And fraehis harp sic strains did flow, 
iCight rou8*d the slumbering dead to hear.** 



Alarb ! that ibe harp is nae lav^ heard^ 
Beguilin' the lee-lang night ! 
Its tones the heart can bind. 
And ease the wounded mind ; 
Ke*er, ne'er can I count him a fiiend to maakini, 
Whase saul it fails to delight ! 

Auld Scotia, stiU is thy music dear« 
It minds us o' times that were: 

VoLI. R 
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By it ihy sons are led^ 
Aft to a goiy bed> 
Ay freedoin ^i^fyp^', pa^ Tiaug;b^ {be they dreadi 
And it lightens ilk cottar's care. 

% 

Come Ust^ and ye's hear of a bliihe Harper^ 
Wha cani to our Baron's Ha*; 
O he tickjed ill^a string, 
And made the auld Ha' ring; 
His music was fittin' for the ear of a Idng^ 
And it pteas'di p^r youqg ladies ^\. 

* 

4 

Aft had merry minscreb in this Ha% 
In praise o' heroes sung ; 

While aloft the mas^ shield^ 
And sword hut ibw oould widid> 
That aft had heen staxn'd in the Bord^ fields 
Wi' hauheth and h^met hung. 

A bonnet o' the green he wore down to his een« 
And lang was his beiurd^ and brown ; 
He waa'doak^ fime head t» heet, 
Frae his lips when wofdi JHd steals 



m 

Sae gently he spak^ tkit it shew'd fu' weel^ 
He monie better days had known* 

6 

And now^ aloud he ttA'i his hAxp t6 i^tjf; 
Wild and moiif6fU' w^ fhe sto^ i 
TMik ofhie-itierL he is^g. 
And the t^ult^j^'s ekti^^ 
Itseem'd, as he swept the strings amang; 
O but our auld Baron was fain ! 

For it brought frei^h W tEdtld the i&fi (/ Ins youth> 
When to the Etiig^h Bdfdeid he'fle^r 
^ Aad aft^ Lyc&id^/ 

He madS' Wid^Ws^ #^ nM p^^i 
For he heeded nae proud borderer^ or baron in mail^ 
But age had now whiten'd his pow* 

8 

To love^ wi' » ^^s he g%d Msi sfUl^t ttbte^ 
And sweetie O^ ^eet y^m the i*)tliid ; 
Ihen he sdng 0^ aifftidi^s iak^ 
And o' lovers sad despak^ 
How thearrolft^ o' th^uv^ld^ daii^in^kle/niicUe care^ 
And deadly afl proves the wound. 
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Then of dames forsaken by proud &xue knights^ 
Maist diige-Iike chaunted he ; 
Sae weel he pla/d hk part^ 
He touch'd deeply ilka hear^ 
And tears firae the een now of a' 'gan to starts 
Save those o' our Baron's qross ladie* i^ 

10 

For proud was her hearty and whene'ier she spik. 
The dark firown hung on her brow ; 
Ay haughty was her mind^ 
Ne'er &lt she liar mankind; 
But yet to a' her &uts the guid Baron was Uind^ 
And sae the sweet doehters I trpw. 

11 

She has ey'd the Harper^ wi' monie a scomfu' luik, 
That spak him nae welcome guest^ J ^ 

•—A'yoj to whom great HeaV'n 
Baith health and walth has giv'n^ 
Shidd^udiield the weary wanderer hf monie a soin 
row driy'n; 
Ay Uess^ as ye hope to be blest I 
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12 

*' "Wbare ccmiesi thou £rae^ thou Harper puir and 
mean? 
What ill deed has brought thee here ?'' 
*' I come o'er hight and howe^ 
Fut for nae ill deed^ I vow; 
And my kin hae been whiles thought walthy I trow> 
But a lang tale might tire your nice ear t 

13 

'^ Mickle cou'd I tell o' this sly wicked warl^ 
Whare folk ca'd great are aft to blame ; 
I've seen virtue meanly clad> 
And forc'd to beg for biead ; 
While vice strutted loidly> and wore a haughty head. 
But mair I perchance mauna name. 

14 

'^ Sae gie me some meat, and gie me some drink. 
And a bed whereon to lie ; 

For^ alake I I am biit puir, 
Midde, mickle I endure ; 
Far, &r hae I wander'd o'er moss and o'er muir^ 
And hungry, weacy am I !" 
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15 

Lady EIUiMMrlnioti^tbim ilieUuicUred wiiie; ^c 

Lady Margaret sought him meat t 
But the youngeat. Lady Jeafi> 
Gied a gk&ce wi' heif 6en, 
That shone bright as onie stamies i' the aky^ I weenj 
WoQ bat this mode his le^ heart beaU^ 

• . . - . • 

16 

For ne'er did a minstrel ftae north or south 
Gaze heedless cm. beajuty's charmii: 
Ae aaft bewitddn' smiley 
Whare the heart seems void o' guil^^ 
Mabi proud man cast his caares t6 the imjAds for a 
whiter 
And a savage o' hit rage it diaiima. 

17 

Then spak^ wl' a smile^ our gmd auld Baroil^ 
To his suUen and sour ladie ; 
'' Since puirtith is nae ^n> 
And far he canna win^ 
The Harper ae night shall sleep out Ha' Within^. 
My ladie, if thy will it be." 

1 
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INTow wi^ ft fiown^ slie has antfv^er^d tkd Baron, 
*' Nae Harper^ I trow^ shall sleep liere ! 
He may rest i' tlie €axM, 
The night is no' sae canld ; 
And if weaiy^ I guess he's no' sae auld— • 
A he^igar has nought to fear !" 

19 

laAy Jean whisper'd o'er her left shoulder^ 
<* SKeep, sleep i' the &ulcl IT says she;, 
'^ For mild is the night. 
And if I hae but mighty 
Xang ere the siBer muin shews a glimpse o' light^ 
Ck)d save me> bve^ 111 meet thee!" 

/ 20 

Wi' a lang luik o' luive, he crap aff to the &uld. 
But ne'er ance did sleep close his e'e ; 
The night giew cauld and sneH, 
And he said to himself 
Wi' monie a deep sigh^ when be heard the midnight 

bell, 
> .« "Why cOTiest thou not, ladie, to me?*' 



lt§ .^HE HARP&B. 

21 

*^ O woman, woiAan, cause o' man's greatest joj> 
And source o' niickle grief and pain ; 
Now jou makjbim coward, slave^ 
Now ilk doughty, deed hell hrave; 
Wha heeds you, may e'en trust the fickle wind or 
wave. 
Ne'er, I swear, shall you tempt me again ! 

22 

^ And lang or^the muin gies a glimpse o' li^l* 
God save me, luive, I'll meet thee ! 
Saft were her words, and sweet. 
They made this proud heart beat ; 
(Thou muin, yet dinna rise ! methinks I hear her 
feet- 
No !-^Fause were her sweet words to me V* 

23 

The first cock crew, silence reigu'd i' the Ha*; 
Lady Jean left her sisters asleep ; 
fiare-footed, down the stair, 
Saflly stept the ladie &ir. 
And unbolted the gate o* the Ha', wi' piidck aars^ 
Her promise fu' fain to keep. 
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She's aff to tbe fauld^ .wi' a beatm'' h&urt. 
Syne awa' wi'the Harper is gape; 
Wi' a kiss^ and monie a row. 
His plaid o'er ber he tbreWj, 
/md, he luiked like a gallant young kid^ I %soif, 
Wi' a gword monie a &eman had dauu 

25 

Now bright shone the mnih o'er the misty .hiUs^ 
And white were thie meads wi* dew ; 
Lady Jean^ wi monie fears. 
Thinks the Baron's voice she hears. 
And her mither's angry chid^ aft rings thro' her ears : 
O lore I thy cares are not few ! 

26 

O'er mountains high, o'er monie a moss and muir« 
l^ey joumey'3, or break o' day ; 
When in a flowery vale. 
Quite weary, &int, and pale, 
Xady Jean sat her down, and mIckTe did she ail, 
Nae &rther, alake ! could she gae. 
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Wi* dew OH his fxeBst, the lark had left his nest. 
To greet the blithe god o' the mom ; 
The wild birds saftlj sang^ 
The neigbrin' woods amang^ 
« O cou'dst ihou/* quoth the Harper^ *' btit (Ter 
yon mountains gang> 
A' thy &ther's swift steeds would I scorn ! 

28 

^ That IVe lo'ed lang, that I've lo'ed weel. 
The pangs o' this bosom can prove ; 
What man dare^ I would- dare; 
What he cou'd bear, I'd bear. 
And laugh at the threats o' the warl, and ilk* xxn, 
A' £ai thee, sweet maid o' my love !" 



h 
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^ Tho' rash was the deed I hae duin," quoth sh^ 
** That d.eed I scorn to rue; 

if by Fate it were decreed. 
Thy Jean shou'd beg for bread, 
A* the ills o' pale poverty I'd bear without ^ad^ 
Wera my Haiper but lael and true !" 
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30 

He mgh'd, and bis e^e tpoke his feeliog sa^ 
Wlule it zov'd o'er each peerleai chann } 
Not the dew-bespapgl'd rose^ 
Not the purest mountain snows 
CWd rival her &ce> which nature proudlj c}iatt> 
To combine wi' an angel's &nak 

31 

And now wi' the sun rose the Baion and Im clatt» 
And he ca'd for his doehters three ; 
Lady EUinor he saw> 
Lady Margaret and a'j 
But the flow'r (f them %', Lady Jean was awnV 
And an angry man was he. 

32 

^^ Fie^ ride, run !" said he, '^ baith eait pmd weif^ 
Nor4i»ek ye lang in Tiun ! 
Bring them back to me> 
And on the highest tree. 
Of a' the proud forest, suin he hanged shall b^ 
For stealia' awa' Lady Jean I 
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Bat mdeh dM be fear bk dcofiilh' Ssati^,' 
yn\Bae.\tak spak a gathering storm ; 
Tho' to mail gveat poVr is giv^n^ 
Crreat masterpiece of Hiear'n^ ^ 

Y0t bimeW he to rage hf misfortune liia^ becfaiv^ni 
Let him yield 4& the female ^yrtt- 

Theh 8001^ ttso essi^ and aonSe iMe i^eal^ 
When down ia a fi6wery glen. 
Lady Jean they ei^ed. 
Seated by her lover^s side; 
And to pleaii htat, aft wi' hit harp las hie tried. 
In monie a merry Ifltii^ fttt^am. 

^ &7 lAat dd y e We? thou fiiuse Har^, 
' Wi'usgaebackftotheHa'; 

By the BaioB titot are W6, 

And on the highest ttee. 
Of 1^ ihe proud feisest, thou hanged wSft hti^ 
For-stealin' our lafie awa' i'' 



Says the HiMfper, '* tSpaxe yotir mistress fim^ 
For weary and fiiint is slie T' 

'^ Our mistress we will spare^ 
^Tho' tbouglrtless as she's far. 
And kick to the Banm conv^ wi' ittielde cate^ 
But an ill death waiteth thee V 

St 

** Gae hame to the Baron^' aild tell your iiiil't 
dilrand^ 
Nor waste asonie words on the Mast : 
Aff hirelings! aff^ nor dare 
To toneh the ladie &it ; 
Or hy a puir Harper's fiiith and troth I swear^ 
This day ye may count youi^ last !" 

Then the Harper loudly leugh^ as he rase^ 
^ Grae tell Baron Sessfeorth £rae me. 
The Harper nit to hlame^ 
I haeiluin nae deed o' shame. 
And for every castle or tower he can name,' 
To his dochter I'll gie three I 
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'^ And tcdl/' said he, ** your sullen ladi*^ 
Nae mair a puir Harper to scauld ; 

Tho' his claitliing seem'd but mean, 
Weel lie's lo'ed by lady Jean, 
And had moxiie a glance o' her bonnie Uue een^ ' 
Twa years ere he laid i' the fiiuld T 

40 . 

He tuik ladie Jean by the Hly safb hand. 
And thrice kiss'd her cheek the while ; 
'^ Fear not r he sighin' cried, 
'''Whate'er may us betide; 
I swear by this sword^ nought shall our hearts 
divide/' 
Then she gied him a saint-like saile. 

41 

He has stript aff his cloak frae head to heel,. 
And woo but he luiked bra' ! 

For his hose were silken fine. 
And his studded star did shine. 
It prov'd that he cam of a noble line, 
Tho' a Harper he seem'd at the Ha'« 
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^ Now moufit thy other's steed^ sweet ladie fitir. 
And to my castle let us gae ; 
This night shall seeus one^ 
And ere the setting sun^ 
Thyparents hless the time^ when awa' thou didst run. 
In the mirk hour o' night, wi' the Douglas' eldest 
son. 
And thy lord on his harp will sweetly play ; 

43 

'^ But if e'er proud minstrel fraenorth or south 
Gaee heedless on beauty^s charms, 
I count him sinner rile : 
Ae sail bewitchin' smile, 
Wr a fond liiik o' hiive, frae a heart void o' guUe, 
Shou'd mak man cast his cares to the winds fi>r • 
while; 
E'en a saTago o' his rage it disarms !" 

44 

JUake, that the harp is sae seldom heard, 
B^^uilin' the lee-lang night ! 
Its tones the heart can bind. 
And soothe the wounded mmd; 
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In sorrow's darken hour fraont we comfort GnA, 
And ne'er will I count him a friend to mankind^ 
Wliase saul it Mh to deligkjt I 

45 

Auld Scotia^ still is thy music d^Mix; 
It minds us o* times that were: 
By it thy spn^ are kd^ 
Aft to a gory bed. 
Ay freedom de&ndin', nae haughty foe ^usy J^ctfii, 
Jt saftens monie a hearty and aft the tear is shed« 
As it lightens the cottar's care t 



^ntgmaaf. 



Vol I. 



ENIGMA THE FIRST. 



Who made me fint^ when^ where> but few can tell^ 

Tho' I\n made daily fi>r each beau and belle ; 

And in xooBt countries founds sucb is my lot^ 

From the proud palace to the lowly cot. 

I owe my being to the ploughman's toil ; 

He views me oft in summer with a smile : 

Next I surround the bosoms of the &3r. 

Would I could guard them fiom the villain's snarel 

By beauties in most climes am I carest> 

And oft have won them lovers^ 'tis conftst : 

I to deformity add maiQr a charm ; 

Tho' base the coin, it does the world no hamk 

I'm iQ. complexion &irer hr than you. 

Nor is my shape to ought confin'd, I tow. 

Short is my date, perhaps an hour, a year. 

And when I'm put to use I disappear. 

A drop of water quick my form will change. 

But ke^ me dry, throughout the world 111 range: 

I'm hot, I'm cold ; let this not cause alarm ; 

Eat me, or drink me^ faith 111 do no hamu 
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Yon SQppIe tradesnan calls me to Us ai^ 

And for his blooming lovey I was made ; 

Their dear-loVd cheral»> too^ find, me of use r 

And shop-hoy Jadsy^ strutting^ perlyand spruce^ 

I rustle ^o' the ball-room 'midst the proud^ 

^or yet am seen by any. of the. crowd ; 

I'm in the park». parade^ and at the play,. 

In chuiches, eke in chapels^, every day : 

You meet me etery ^Pvniute in each j^xee^ 

But you're too prqud; to-knpw me wh^n we meel^ 

In eastem.cUm^tea Fm at each one's call. 

In Norway, Lapland^ I'm scarce known at alL 

The lawyerfdpctcc^ v^ciar I attend. 

And have beeiLthovight a^judge's, bishoi^'s^&sadr 

Old maids, (^ bachelors, my influence own;^ 

I'm next the king, God bl^ss him ! ^n iiis throti6i- 

That I was used.by Scotia's beauteoaid queen. 

And by her muid'i^ttfr cousin, ni&y be seen : 

Yea, each proud potentate, and gay grandee,. 

Must shew their pow'r accompiotied 1^ me* 

The cloister'd nun admits* me toher cell, . ^ 

And in some dungeons I'm^allow'd to dwell: 

By proud, by wise, o'er Europe mn I borne, 

Xet still am I the lonely hermit's fcorn* 

£rij^ a fitithfiil iriend I pwre tothe^ 

Tho' thousand^ of thy sons are dup'd by me; 
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For I a knaye Itave been^ in many a clime^ 
And will remun so till the end of time. 

I wonder oft mankind e'er Ifhrok ai)ont me, 
l^en just as Well all ranks could ^o witBout rnnk 
I'm but a Wold. My meaning qniek expiain ;- 
Come, stady; bite your nails, then try agaur.. 

One bstf dTme is teiuglit &r D'er tbe wares^ 
On6 half of me onr deaivloy^d oountty saves— 
One half a glorious act or base may inean— - 
One third contempt 0r pity diews, i ween?>«» 
One half of me an int^ tMe win £)nn ; 
Itihdters many a raslic^rom the storm— 
From half of mean hemne was ham'd, ' 
Whose death made British cruelty much hEamfd; 
That hidf.of medid ere the fk)od appear". 
And but for it, thou hadst net now been herei 



Two thirds bf me is many a courtier's pridi 
Two thirds oft* seen i^th meoarchs, side by sid 
Two thirds of me tlie traveller greets wirfi joy-i- 
Two tlurds the seaman's mind doth oft^employ-^ 
Two thirds i^me d^%ht this earthly ball*— 
Two thirds tt me eau&'d gaUant Nelson's £ill-** 
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Two thirds of me is eadi fiee^mason's beaitt«^ 
Two thirds of me is oft bis heart-*warm toast-*- 
Two thirds of me the curious view with awe- 
Two thirds of me make man your dang'rons fee— 
Two thirds of me support you o^er the fkfod ; 
Yet am I useless^ rightly understood-— 
Two thirds of me delight a sland'roas cxew. 
And yet it entertains the yirtoous too— 
Twa thirds shew what our waznors finr yoa heeas 
O brethren, let them ever be your care ! 

Transpose me now^ and Imoii perchance youfU fii 
What proves a benefit to all mani^id ;: * 
By what old Albion is to gloiry led j^ 
What 'tis secures her sons their daily biead ; 
What Greece and Home for Bges thought their nm 
And what to many a country's yet unknown* 
Transpose me^ and yonll see a rising grcHxnd^ 
By tyrants rear'd^ throughout Hibemia founds. 
Transpose me^ and I soon become a ^di, 
Deem'd by each epicure a daintydish ; - 
'Tis not in Ireland found; not in^the sea; 
Not in the river— Pray, where can it be ^ 
Transpose'me, every danger I defy. 
Transpose me, and as useless dross I lie^ 



XS^XAiv 145 

Trattsp066<me^ I'm wbat ▼acrious metsis aie; 

Or ly^e a guilly £skm at the bar. 

trraiiq[K)8e joe, t'm the idol of mankind, 

iVfid hoRirly influence the noblest mind. 

Tm source cf many a pleasure, many a pam ; 

And hurl destniction o'er both land and main^ 

I caus'd Parisian blood in streams to flow. 

And struck at monarchy the flital blow. 

Ir eall a demon, he attends my call ; 

The peasant's wholesome cup be flUs with galL 

I bid a monster that fair town destroy; 

^Tis done-^I view him smile with hellish joy. 

I bid a mother quick dispatch her child ; 

'Tis o'er— that cify, how innocent f how wild ! 

I bid a son his parent smite to death; 

I see the parent, gasping, dose his breath. 

I bid the: mnrd'rer plunge his steel in gore ; 

He shews it reeking'— what can wretch do more? 

'Twaa I bade fVUSams try the murd'rous art; 

He grinn'd horriflc ; weH perform'd his part ! 

In carnage now, I gloiy to my slome; 

Now to refieve the helpless is my aim : 

I siiccour many a brother in distress. 

And fabrics rear to make their sorrows lesst 

The beggars Uess me, curse m^, this I own ; - 

Yet pomp and pow'r I humble with a firown. 
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Millions lif me tbemselves at once uado:; 

Millions §or want of me are min'd toow ^ .. '. < 

I level stat^ atid empires wlien I dhusa ; 

And kings mj mandates seldom daze lefuse : 

I lord it4»'er ^be iK^rld,, with tjriant .sway ; I 

Bid ci^es flourish^ others sweep away. 

For me, yon patriot loud of &eedom zaves; . .'i 

I nod, his hfipj^ caantiy he enslaves* . . . 

For me, the artist rears yon lof^ dome ; 

For me the starveling whistles at hit looniw 

Bards strike the tuneful lyx^e, and I'm the ^eme; '^ 

Crown'd heads and low-bom wretches of me dtesMil- 

My country's threaten'd ; I avert tto biow^ *^^ 

And the cUill rabble ever keep in awe : 

From shore to shore I fly^ borne on each gak; 

To greet me with a smile, none ev^ fiuL 

I speak all languages^ although I'm dmalr; . 

And pity 'tis, I'm seldom overcome. 

I'm dark; I'm fair; I'm light; Fm.heavy found; 

And am an l^undred £ithoms under ground. 

Since time's beginning, all ^ve own'd my skiU: 

Till time shall end, I mxist be ruler still ! 

Again transpose me ; in a heitvy gale. 
Tars I make tremble, cowards 1 turn pale^ 
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Again innq^ofle me, and 111 qiiidcdiaddM^ 
What to mj aid each land of oommefioe owet : 
Whal^aTd^Pitikl^ffakaf^Mi AnsMi^ tUvgUte nrand^ 
And Cook'9 oontpaniaa^ too, wa» diulj found. 
Transpose againy jai4 hf ott9 ludf yonll see, 
"Whafs worn on frinces, predates^ you^ not nie^ 
Presto 1 againy H0W oerto beyond doiibt> 
YoQr Iluuw what' fiuRoeis aeUkm sote wklayttt* 

Be inrtjent^ leader. Try n»^ oft til Asaagd^; 
Beaame a beast that do^ the ^forests range: 
AnoAtt, niany a iifari% kousewilb's d^ 
Ano&€9: Btai/liilit by i^ last is fed. 

Lasdy ; I bear liie hox> fimoa die Md :^» 
TeU wftiat I am>'€r qnklL,tl^ judgmeat yi^ 
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In jon fair town/ where Jf^ag^'& luqr s^rfgm . ^ 
Steals sofU^r past^ and lae^ of ccnaaijei^ dr^^ 
Where wealthy where fashion^ hold the gaj Ievee« 
Or dry the te^ of each wan wretch th^ 4^ ; \ 
Where merit ever finds a sure rewac^ ^ ; . ■'' 
And each has the good wishes of our bard; . ^ ^ 
Where Drummqnd^ (3) bam'd, with all ap9e^'4j9f|i 
In verse majestic^ sways at will the heart ; 
Where Balfour (4) strilces her lyre^ the silvec^nJi 
Teme hears^ and spreads }i€x &m^ firoui^ ; -, ; ,s^' 
Where Bunting, (5) eager &rhis,cQU9tr7>^BI«^ 
Snatches from time the songs of other day|y . ,,h^ 
The harp new strings, that long aside was throwi^*^ 
Throughout the Em'rald Isle, long he it knowjii;,) 
Where sons of genius, how'd by want or care^ .,^ y 
Too little known, sing " to the desert sfy:;*' .,j [ 
There am I found. — YdS, I'm at each one's cal]> > 1 
And some to me attribute their downfall; 
Strange ^dsehoods, these; for I would ncme ofi^4 
But to the multitude would be a friend. 

•Bel&st 
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'm Imowii to kingi/ and aia to kings unlaiown ; 
lio' round iibem dsilj is my influence &ewn. 
'm ofUtiaierlbinid in Fiasee's gsty domain^ 
Vitb sans calottes ; and elce with haughty Spain ; 
Vith fliovenly Mynhaer> I too am seen ; 
^nd am the fiiv'rite of each Mandariner 
n Sootlaad aiore than Ireland am I fra^i; 
n many part^ of Eii^nd much de^iis'd. 
iA&tSc ym csaptive in his dark dank ceM, 
Vith such as he rui ne'er asham'd to dWell* 
The insolvent'debtor^ from all "firiends esil'd^ 
iVith hazard look; wherehfliilthoiice hlooming smil^, 
rhe thoughts of happy yeais^ long since flown byj 
Plreak n^lit's tepose^ and fl)rce the daily sigh ; 
If et^ 'mid the solemn vtilness of ihe nighty 
\ided hy me^ ev*n Jte tastes puire dc^ht ; 
With my assistance, he his foes may dar^^ * 
Hope's isysr on him I dart— now cause di^aii; 
rm ftpm B&T, and little known aflus- 
['m prized 1^ 'seamen^ scom'd by many a tar : 
The dauntless sailor on the giddy mast> 
Draws comfort ftoin me, 'mid the roughest blast ; 
He toils submissive, scorning to complain. 
Laughs, Jokes, and sings, then thinks of me again* 
The diiv^ribg centihel, I tod ^an cheer * 
Or down his manly cheek force many a t^ar^ 



Beliol4»»w I ia» trice MwMtBift not; 
And oft »>fiQid wilii kw!, caieis'cl F» tmm^ 
But cvenext bmhi ke loMywB boI witst I menu 
rm seen wil^ Bets the lieggsr^ in tbe sfiveet ; 
Princes, alasL don't know aie, when we aJBc^- ^ 
Many tk^ «», wlio Imow melbnt Ij narae ^ 
Many thej. ne, I daily put to dunne t 
$ome gxeat aen know me not> some wtak cnoi J 
Some murtalt I eari^ some xuin too* 
The lawyer> daetiH', panm» Ibcfineiifll^ 
!And »t the^ gntte, aom& hefoes I «ttetti. 
Now far tiff cebttij mtlll jeast iv«t ene^ 
I'mwhlte^itd>hhd»hhieiggcc%whaite^eryo npt M 
And aa fof&tmg Tm ha^ now, now wfoare. 
Now perpeBdicttkr»-now nttud^DESwaquBse^ 
Diagonal, and homontal toa; . > 

Believ'e ouf anther, fioth he teHa yea laraec^ 
Now loi^, now short, and nowwM> ^rezy amallj^.' ' 
Saddle your noee, I'm scacee^' wen at i^^ 
I, Proteus ILke, diange fifty times »iday^ 
But III he cautioui^ nor mysdf hetray^ 

And now, fyiecimc, reader,, if you please^ 
In.schools Tm flc^d^ ia sdioob I sit at ea^eu 



Fm now a 1miA > >«m ii mom hywoUi^mimm^ 

Our blomniiig nstaa^ fnride cf BrbaiB'tf * eourt^ 
To Tdiere lie Lovm find Chraoes stiM to8iat> 
Have woca me oik ; rm ever tt &eir call ; 
QtA gnait ^bem m^ooiis buabaada, cme and a& W 
Youliear me, and an msfiai cKeatmia mt 
Now 1^ ^ wtuom son, the vilkiii%|ika-4Mi 

Tbe earner mimme^ »7> ^7 bjF da|M-* 

The teaddnoKB taoywiiateiyier mm jdii-psjr«*M 

You try me, evefy dainty I refuse. 

Now greed% d«iNi«Dr whate'aryon dxHec 

You see yon eQsaBniba€utt*iiag iaite atieat ^ 

!39bey11 use liny, teai lo im^ if eiunce they meelu 

I animab^ab pleaae^ botk^psat aadja»ll«» 

luraiilflKy ooantty, Buoddnd on me oafi. 

Now rmrwhat mmy^umsaiids &in woii*d lanfr^^ 

I make yon Gorsicaii o«lr oauiitiy'a fce^ 

And shottUihe tynml, and Ins sanguine hes^ 

But radly date to irentaes on our ooast, 

Theyll fipid 'sb hundred Ndsans in eoimnand. 

And Mmnresy and W^ingtoas^lJuroagiteutthe land !-« 

On me^ liio'- many tuillions love to tread ; 

Grateftd am I, and yieid them daSy bi»ad<— T 

An u^efid {M4Bce ofinimtnre jnoQ see; 

It serves our author, xead^ it serves theer-*' 
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Now Tfli a liquU^ topers fMak^ txIMtf : ' ^ ' t!^ ' 
I'm strongs 1% wwk, Fmfaitleg/ gour>- »ad w gpt l ^ 
I'm like amiiy^ inftrumeiit oft lieaci^^ ' 
And now to eroy plauiite l*m pu&aa^f^ '-^ '■■' 
You use m^ JMT witfaoQt me cnx yea U^e^ • 
I miJbi.ymxsiek^ aad weQ^ iiew^yif;iWB'|;v9V "^^ 
To lisping infittcf and hoary age; 
Shame on me war 'gainst povei^ to wi^J-^^- w^ ■ 
I many a tear ffovsoke, caliseoft* sflifle; ' >- ^ i^ :^ 
And seen in AHnon's, mora titan, IMt's Ide-^ '-'' 
Now I adorn a tsJty^ cotttg^^&aafc-*^ - ^ ' 

Now I heoome a bdd^^ii ciusii^ heast<«-i<» 
I form a part ii£ many a female drassf 
Worn l^ous good queen Ohadiotte>^bliiff qiaeeoSip^ 
And Egypt'aamoronr.^^ieen hove me alxAity 
When n^idng wkh Marie An^oayv naidoidyiii^ ' 
I'm seen en fiew'rs^ eadi gndea's gai^rpMs^^'^ 
I'm what you eaV with fowls idscfd side^hj^'ode^^^ 
Nexti'mjichixd, jvMnetaSta^ somecaievw-t^ 
Near gonnandiesiig aldenneB;ioibfila)[^3flk-«^ ^ r iL-fl 
Now I'm a nanie in Sez%»lui« .dfklh<ta'«t^tlady 1/ 
IF e'er thathesiof heoksrim in^ih^Jiead^^ 1 //c/I 
A name thou'lt find me m great ShukspeaeeVps^ 
^e.wlui poiadBiBy'd the xnanners^ef eac^ age'^ v* T4 
Who robb'd dame Nature/ ^tfl^ii\4^>matd|le8S^8i^ 
And leada the eai^d a eaptive at 
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Now I'm an idal«— Now a paitriofc fimad^t^ . 
Now pledie tbe flportfmani aadithe ciowd aioimd«« 
I'm us!!d m skkaeis^ and I'm lu'd in kealth ; < 
And I'm a pbee of fiushion^ fiutae, and weaUk— • <. 
Yon simp'ring quack, precise, witk wig and cane. 
Makes use^of mey alasi too iirft in Taia<«- 
Marie weU^wbat ohaages I can stake. appear; 
Without me, reader^ long thoud'st not beoi her^*m 
Oft I ie&esh yoi»-<i*Now &tx me 70a ride«<- '• 
I'm us'd hj lnxildenh-«-rm tke drunkaidfs pride—* 
I'm like a hero, \rhitii he gasps as deatk-^ 
•J^ j^eiGise the qiorisaian, when he prats to Ineiith-^ 
You heacsne londlf call'd at each renewvw- 
Yoa hjbar me bawl'd out on each race-coune, too— « 
Now I'm. a place, where men, where women meet| 
lies propagate^ enjoy a sodal treat; 
Near me^ this hour. Care Indes his hideous head^ 
But ere thenext, all harmony is flecU-^ 
An artistes tool am I, whom all admire- 
Now I enliven milHons round the fire-<- 
^crw many a Son of Erin I oflS3nd> 
Now I'm thdr summeiv-^now thdjr winter fiiend-*^ 
Now Oripus views me oft^ with greedy joy-— 
Now many, a town and hamlet I destrqy-i^ 



Of tot^ring age» ynt find sw Best <3ie %oitt^>^ 
By me, alis ! jome Imn&cedB iiAve l^n loBt"'" 
I'm now- ft mmei-*-^NJ0if are we « pair | 
r<2i»ee oWil^ CSizomok, ^roofllfiail i9:ttiKr^«^ 
Oft I deHght jrou, stake you eta&d 4^u»fe«*- 
Lastly^ I'm like some booMsin Belfiuit. 

Readei^ an catitfir Mttk kncmn to fiune. 
But one wlioae faboan im^ wmde luftke daini^ 

" ^FtmnSi ifMfiiio&g, or enjgmatie lay 
Can seethe a 4»rrowii^ bioiker im hu way) 
Agadn has dar^d to tzespass^n t^y iime^ 
And paidon cm^es; he Uvea xiot 1^ ^ jrhyme; 

. But weu^ anraaeaooie fiiends, wlien laboixr'a o*frr- 
This cost him three hosocs st»dy, and not mort. 

Cammeneyy Peb, 28, 181?. 
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Seader^ not in pompous ^ene I sing. 
Nor with the Sods of Genius hoipe to vie ; 

Ne'er have I drank at the Castalian spring. 
Yet ofb to please a rustic groupe I try : 

For this, my Muse beguiles the hours of leisure- 

O ma^ my light efili^n yield thee pleasure ! * 

In ev'ry state, throughout the globe, I'm found. 
Where'er the steps of man imprint the ground; 
Now seen with monarchs, side by side ; 
Now with the beggar, ^nd his bride ; 
Oft I'm thought a welcome guest ; 
Oft with thorns I wound the breast^ ' 

And feel for no man ; : 

To crush the noble mind. 
Thro' all ranks of mankind, 
.- Alas ! is but too common ! 
From Ganges banks to Mississippi's shore. 
Or where the icy streams of Tom^ roar. 

Vol. L X 



J 



1^4 BNIOMAS. 

To man I Ve been a fiiend ; 
Proud to aanst the high^ tlie lorn, 
I'm virtue's pride^ am vice's foe> 
And tli)i9 loay I .i^emain :till time shall liav9 an eni 
The wretch bow'd down- by oaie and Xmi, 
Feels death approaching with a smile^ 
A ray of comfort oft derives from me ; 
Now numbers boldly me ;abuse> 
And wdl they may, with &ir e3^fa8e> > 
For thousands I've destroyed^ by land and -sea. 
I'm iiam'd in many a poet's page ; 
I^amatists &rce tie on the stage ; . 
OldChaucer^Shakfipeare, Dryden^Co^iqper^fticm; 

Have sung of me by turns; ;\ 

And Scott> the adventurous chief of song, 
Whose^lays of chivalry, sw^t and strong, I 

.A captive bind the hearty 
When of former days, 
Be the manners pourtrays^ 
Names me with a poet's art. : : ' 

Historians, politicians, 'gainst me ts^, . 

In scribbling fury; v 

I've been oppress'd by many a great law ssge^ 
And eke the brahdess jury. 
Many there are who little think about me, 
And if my deeds are nam'd they shrug and doubt me 



Beader^ dotfc tlimirviiEdt'diilicli, 
Or leave the patrtoa in the Inxdi ? 

Thou'rt £odA, perchan^e^ of fdaj oi^ball; 
Whethar thou think'8t: r e ti reaent wl^eet,> 
Of ler'st jto*lottiige the streelii . 

I'm ev^ atJhjr a^ 

To no (mticd6rat> caii rb6 cMBm^ 

Eyes I have^ but oft am blind; 

As to 8uee> I'lfn loog^ I^'sh&M^ 

A giant) nlvw a pigmj^s spbrt'j^i 

InunoveaUe^ nowisMrre at ease,; 

* 

Oppress^ del%ht) and nu^jr teaab : 
XMce soine great sito at court, toanniekrsij^ 
About myself;; i^gveed: and n0W> I prayi 

Dissect nidi^ gcnilerTeader^ if you please. 

. • 

You!ll fiadA beait ; frbird;: a^trde^ 
'Whales see^is Heavm, bstnidt^ryosiiDrae';, 
"What c^eeffl'tiielBealBan fsDPalfiea^ 
The sportsman^ dea^ ddigbtiB 

Part of the head ; .^mhdxsintm^ikmiiy 
Priz'd by psdbt^ andl^'vkar'; ' 
And what procures t^e> beggar maky^aite. 
A pai^)of]ihje'ftinale dxessr ; 

WemlGsigies^rlte^ ^^ 
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A Britjflh bard olt nnn'd; 
A senator justly £«i'd ^ 
An Indian fruk ; • 
. An use^ brute ; • - 
A prison^ where tbd wildest oft arte taaa'SJ 
What caused m Scotia>inany a hrtal. 
And oft disturb'd the EHo^rald^I^ j 
A female name ; 
Wbat ittUg fortb sliame j^ 
What robs t}ie beauteous &oe of many a took. 
What thousands dread j; 
What thousands tread; 
,What thousands yearly sedc t 
What thousands ruin daily; 
What thousands mount on gaSJy ; 
What flfiveads a blu^h on many a lovely cheeL 
What hurl;B destruction o'er the land asd main. 
And gives to miUiont pleasure^ millions pain-^ 
Leaving a houseless wretch ^ peaoriul tmsiL 
What's ol^ the poor man'ls food; 
What j;fanester8 love to hold ; 
What's giv'n fin: each man'sgqod^ 

What's dear^ &r than gtdd ; 
What yields tp multitudes dA)igfat,; 

What mniy a good man's jfuA isoves; 
What's hateful to the villain's aig^ ; 
What woman dearly loves* 



£NI0VA8. 157 

A town in Franpe, which gave a tyrant hirth; 
A parHnuch jg;a2'd at in the female shape : 
An useful earth; 
A well-known cape. 
An English hishc^'s see ; 
What many cannot do ; 
What each one ought to he ; 
What's touched hut hy a few. 
A Greek philosopher ; Scottish duke ; 
A' word much us'd in the sacred book; 
A marshal of Francej well known ; 
A dismal shout ; 
What few are without ; 
A botanist &m'd the world throughout ; 
A sportsman^ best pleas'd, when alone. 
A finh; what's mostly found in a street; 
That which affords a nourishing sweet ; 

A tiver^ the poet's theme ; 
A fruit that yields a delicious treat ; 
What oft'times contains an animal's nieat ; 
A manure some useM deem* 
What travels with speed ; 
What serves you in need 
With Hquors> the best and the worst ; 
What bears you on high ; 
What time's measur'd by ; 



I5S^ EMIOllAS. 

Atitfcofold 

Giv'n by fame> we are told^ 
To lieroes> but now to base aycopbants 8oId> 
Whose iiaine»iiXQ liy: natuws accuxs'd- 

1 • - - * 

Enough, good-natux'd Mu«e» thj rambHng^^easeiy 
Still at mj cabin tbou'rt a welcome guest-: 

Long may we Tiltuoustpleasiires ^17 1*^^ 
For man's^a riddle^, and t]ys> li&Va jest I 
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ISNIOMA THE FOURTH. 



RcADKR, a Ti^irant Muse, mid' these l^leak hEbs, 
WitK dreiBUsn poetic^ oft our Atit&or fills; 
Bids him ^igaiii the ad^pent'iotts task engage, 
To please, surprise, in this enlighten'd age : 
Bold this, indeed ! Methinks you soft exclann ; ^ 
Hush, fiiend! to please is sdU our Author's aim: 
Weak "is his lyre, 3ret tun'd in virtue's praise. 
To goodness, not to wealth, he homage pays. 
Th' exordiuEli, egotistic, pray excuse. 
He courts not flattery, but for candour sues ; 
Proud if thou smil'st on his utipolish'd line, 
BhynUi is his hobby. — ^Reader, what is thine ^ 

I benefit mankind, am useless found ; 
Now> irritate^ delight whole nations round ; 
Am seen mid' splendid domes, in lowliest cot; 
Now thought worth thousands, now not worth a groat : 
Now on tide waters, now in air am seen ; 
Now many a fathom in the earth have been: 
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Great Newton I delighted^ all allow. 
He flaw me for tHe benefit of you ; 
And Swift, eccentric genius, Erin's pride. 
With liim oft have I wander'd side by side. 
My size oft varies, I'm both great and small ; 
Kow seen by numbers, ^w not seen at all : 
Now I occasion many a heart-felt joy ; 
Now hopes and pleasures quickly I destroy : 
Whole pZ0?ince8 with me have nought to do : 
The great man prizes me, the base one too. 
I^ seen in dimgeons, not in every jail ; 
My loss the world oft did, oft will bewaiL 
I'm brought afiir by ev'iy &v'ring breeze. 
Yet Britain's sons can make me at their ease ; 
Her daughters^ too, caress ne, with a smile. 
Long be they happy as they're void of guile ! 
For ne'er did Nature, since she tried her art. 
Form beings more to captivate the heart ; 
And wliile mirth, goodness, claim his de^ regard. 
Still they'll enjoy the praises of our bard. 
Near rivers now I'm seen, with anxious stare ; 
Go wander Eden's banks, you'll find me there. 

Now Reader, some strange things 111 bring to view. 
Dissect me carefully, you'll own 'ds true. 



I'm daik rm Hate^ Vm £6tXh, tmiVm^miDg; 

m 

I'm lights VrxkhoKfyy Aioii% am h and long; 
For me. you caJJ, I'm with you day by day ; 
Aidjoadg tmd old, wise, ftolish, grave, andgaj^ ' 
rm&uit; I'hi fidi; I'minseet, laid, aodbeMi 
Ne;BLldeligiit tiie glattonat afeast: 
A poet, patriot^ gea1?a1, king I turn. 
And now o'er me, in tears, the aAictedrmom^ 
You worship me, anil now. of me eprnplain ; 
Then tjiink of me, aod apk what news from $p^ia» 
Yon cdnnmsemr now views^ me o^er and o'er, 
Stare^b nths hi^ eye-gla^ squints at me once vujiF^-; 
Swears I'm i&valuahle : what doe9 h^ raem ^ 
I own I please the beggarimd Uie que^. 
Yon artlesi ploughmaif, Mi^histling o'er the lea, 
Heam me, delighted; Eea^^, I've pl^'d; th^^ , 
Now I'm a highwi^jnoaian, greai London's ^ec^; 
^nd 90W: from me are thousands^ daily fecL 
I'm on yon mountcdn,.in that wcK)dy g^; 
Slankind | ds^ly serve ; alasl wjhat then> 
They Regard in^ use m© night mH^j^ 
Praise^ and abus^ n^ ; whist's tibe re$^apn, prfiy ? 
Yoji^ 1^ me» jM^d yow^^piick let Ml % tpay^ 
You hear from m^, aye,^ daily thrQii^b tbe y#M:; . 
O'er me you Uugb and joke, catous^ mi aillg* 

ft 

Vol. I. X 
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Now rnr <iie rostie^s pride^ tilie nuserV AeuBii; ^ 
Now I'm a river, many a poet's theme ; 

The drunkard's joy; the studious artist's toaatf 
The robber's dread ; and many a fermer's boast* 
Now children wear me; now by age I'm worn; 
By me> with great delight, the Codmey^s bonie; 
Yon gamester I enrich, and him undo ; 
Yon party I enHyen, vex them too. 
You see me in the ball-room, in the «^eet 
You heur me, and oft fly me when We meet. ' 
I from the main save many a gallant tar ; 
I'm made for soldiers, us'd in peace -and war e 
I hid^ each beauteous object £nom yoixr view^ 
You pray for me, asid many I undo t . . 
I give you plenty, and each hope destroy ; - < 
Knbw> friends, from me each blessing you enjcf •' 
I skim the pity of each passer by, . ^ - /: 

Call forth the manly tear, the heart-felt ta^ ' 
Man's notice I have sought in evety age. 
The young, the old, liie ideot, and the sage/ 
They gaze on me, each season, with ddight^ i 
I in Ji moment vanish from their sight. - 

Mark well yoii busy crew with ceaseless mirtht^ 
For me, they mole-like daily toil in earth; 
A thousand various forms I quick assume, 
Aad Uiffw your ganets, paiateA.halln iUiua^ 
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I, tyriat Vke, eanse streams of blood to flow; 
I'm used by beautjr/yet am beauty's foe i 
For various purposes am still en^oy'd. 
Have states deiiglitedy and bare men destroy'd« 
By meabft^ methinks I see you borne; •' 

BaStthBaHgiei alas i I make you each ope's scornvs 
I turn you fiagbtful in your country's ejeM, 
But ne'er destroy your hope beyond ike sldesii 
By me allnges, nations bare been charm'4. 
And anger of bis xage is quick disarm'd ; 
Tb' untutor'd Indian^ nature's simplest cbild^ 
My pow^r ccmfesses oft^ in raptures wild. 
I'm now an bdrby still grateful to your nose ; 
A reptile^ and in man disgust oft cause; 
I'm provmces; I'm riVers; many a town; 
AiiA tiow m me wiUi bomnr you look down. 
No|W I'm an article of useM feod ; 
Now do, wbat ev'ry mortal i^ould do, good ; 
Snatch pale-&c'd stxOT'rers from the yawning grafifi: 
Much ^il; too, for millions I enslave. 
I'm like a sknd'rous vixen, o'er her tea. 
She deals out scandal, gazing of); on me ; : 
I'nLtXiext a card, she's eager to b^old ; 
Now I adorn her head, or young, or old. - 
The British tar sees me with greedy jc^ : 
MankaiH I-aoW 4e&ad, mankind destroy. . 
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Form'd by ih' ^-wise Cicator^ eteiittd^Boadt; 
My influence is omn'd in^ every dime, 
And-mntteantinae till tte ^ndrof tiaie* 
'Observe yanrmodey gnnipe of jsnmg and old^ 
TayUfheekthfVfetk^ freedim, borterii^fiirgdid'; 
Our nalioti's ^lory^ and her fsnil diflgiacey 
Where men like brutes azepuxdna^d, I^ that pbde. 
Yon woik^ ezquisifee fiom the idtiit's hand^ 
That Qenius ote the midnight taper 'plaam^, 
VHieift beauty^ gnK»^ taste, sdence^ axe ecxmhm'i^ 
111 quick destaroy^nor leave b wzeek behind^^MN^ '^. 
hx fipfd St. Stei»heii8> cdias Wrtu^ler^s HmS, 
Where men fer office and -finrfteedom-bawl. 
Where patriotie ^vvatkereoeks hold ftrdi. 
And utifledg^ statesmen seoipd^mi^niodest'WDClhl 
There oft I'm sedn with traitors^ «heek:b7ijole;*. 
And ev^i^ m eounc^^ great menrl'eontsouL 
:Bdiiold y«n wietehed hord on^the moery 
You'll see me^ if you jenter but the door ; 
Look in the palaee> and you'll fed me tkeie;: ^ 
I'm in the play«^hoU6e> market^ cnyvrd,'and&ir4 y 
I'm with the Regent t)fb, «m 6^ his pride. 
Woe to aU/ those who would his:stq>s miag^iude ! ' 
Thro' him> may sufTring inortals hiipe far peace ; 
Thro' him> may all religious ^diMosd 



I'm Uack^ I'm white, I hmg, I short am found; 
SoaidBg in air ; now gifoveling on tli^ ground : 
I'm' ffllent^ ncisy, eloquent^ and dumby 
Of^oie gigantic, and but like Tom Thumb: 
Now many a &thom de^^ m ocean lie* ; 
Now out of sights above the «loudsvI fLy^-^ 
Yon toil-worn exile, prey to want and grief. 
To whom Hope soothing gives a faint relief^ 
Views me; and Fancy paints in colours true> 
Scenesyouth pourtray'd, when sorrows were but few : 
Ixyves, fiiendships cherish'd, tear his tortured breast ; 
He weeps^ and looks to Heav'n alone for rest— « 
Observe yon sinner^ on the bed of death ; 
Mark the deep groan, the short-drawn closing breath; 
Hope tells another hour may ease his pain. 
But ne'er let Hope deceive the giddy brain : 
Him, how I torture ! Conscience acts her part, 
Soon life's red ciurent ceases round his heart. 
Next, view the man of worth, at life's sad close> 
The look serene the Christian's hope he shews ; 
Him I afflict in vaib. He patient bears 
Aches, sickness, poverty ; nor e'er despairs : 
Firm, convinc'd life's race is nearly run, 
He grateftdly exclaims, God's will be done ! 
The Ruler of the Winds, thus, if he please, 
A healing gives to sorrow or disease. 
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. Full three hours' study hath tldsirifle cost; 
Now patient Reader^ should thy time seem lost. 
Henceforth my Muse will other theaies pursue^- 
Enigmatists^ I bid you all adieu* 

Camnumeyf near BelfuL 
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EPISTLES. 



EPISTLE THE URST. 



TO ONE WHO PKEFEKRED THE JOY^ OF 

LONDON, TO THE RURAL PLEASURES 

OF THE COUNTRY. 

• ■ • _ . ,'."''"" r * * 

(, ■ • - ■■ - ' .. ■ . ' ...^ 

And will my fiiend tli^ run life's ncoj 

Where virtue oft to vice give» place ; ;- (. 

For quiet wishing eveiy hour ; » ; ; i ir. 

Cloy'd with the noise he vu^A ^odure ; ' , . < :. . t 

For ever toiling in the crowd)i , ^ „ 
Exgo&'d to insults meaxdy rucle^p. 

Forc'd to be rakish, vain^ and prcoid* ^ ^^ 

Kow busier than the veriest slaye; 

Now bowing to some ai^j^ lqi^ye[» • . > \ 

Kow gadding thro'.Uie restl^ tpwn, ^ . i , 

For fashion seeking U{>an4 down; , 

Or idly trifling time away^ .. , ; ^ .:. . r; >^A 

At noisy tav^nij park^ or play. 

VoLI. z 
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Melihinks I flee yoa paatiiig ^t. 

In Coliiian's elbow-pindiiiig pit ; 

Or with their godships, (dismal groape) 

Ydep'd hoarse Bully Uproar's toeop, 

A slave to pleasure, paia^ and fear^ 

tiaugh at the wit jwl cannot hear. 

Or weep, 'cause others drop a tear. 

Or if to loud debate you fly, 

^¥here dunce gives duace the dull r^ly; 

IVhfi^ reason's rul'd liy impudei¥xw 
And wit to virtue gives offenee ; 
You hear ea^ ijgqorani^s prate, 
'Bout Whig and Toty, church and state ; 
But with as much success might draw 
Instruction from a pert jackdaw. 
This hubbub over ; next you view 
Disease, and all her ghastly crew; 
Here danger lurks in every street. 
Here injured innocence jo\x meet ; 
Here the remains of beauty trace. 
In some poor midnight wand'rer's face; 
For, well, my firiend, I know your breast 
Of each fine &eling is possest : 
But may you, ever with disgust. 
Avoid the find embrace of lust; 
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Whether the lanUg 

At proud St. JamcB't er St Gifeif I 

Thro' acenes of riot tikwr ymire^ 

To pent-up ganel §btc'd, to Jtetl ; 

Where^ wak'd hy Wftt^men's tondefli dtel| 

XHflcordaiit nighti^gtlet of lita^ 

You taste not ease; lor cairn lepdie 

Is what the city seldoim bioirt : 

Thus youth you spend m ved, 

For misery in age to gikil 



If e'er you steal all hour finrii 
And leave the towft fiir pmier air. 
Think sometiittes ef sn sibaenifiisBii 
And fimcy thus the hours I 
When evenuag hidH my lahoor 
In nook retir'd I Braaein pean^ 
On these remembei^d, theae hdapr*^ 
Or hooks peruse^ hy you approT'd; 
Or with a friend^ (tho' few I own^ 
For friendship is but filtfe known) 
In summer o'er ti^ meadows zorey 
Or trace the wood^ and hcechan ffove, 
Where Eden's wiadiag cunent stiayi^ 
And thro' the fruitful wdky pltoys ; 



< 
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Or rang^^ dbte^ ibe plmtB0u fidAi^ r o rr ;'..« u't 

'When earih to sbsb lierptodoee "pMu i^ -i^^ iti-U 
What iho* no STrenli'nnce'mcluaap^ - * « **^^ 

StiU sweater Biin8trebrdM«m^^^^i»«8P$: f uv :^J 
VHnlp ftimdog MA9i\joa'«ai^ ^' .'r ^^^ 

Ko costly painte&^lbttei: we' tiew^x • ;: iv/H 

No glitfring palaoesy fiii tBQft«"' ^ /• *■ '• ♦-*»> ^ ^ ^ 

Yet numerous landacapeB meet the tye. 

That domes and palaces otittiiB& ? -■ ^ " ? ur^^oi- 

In peace> reclining at our ease^ 

We taste tiie hoilth^ieakowitig hhiea^^ 

Beneath some osiflE*t coi)iikig.iha« 

Or mark the changes time hadi made> 

Since youth his fiury gambtds play'd. 

We laugh at }0Ye> and all his tridiks. 

And scorn with fiushion's fools to mix ; 

Nor en?7 nor the iidi, nor girei^, 

Nor heed who rul^ o'er church or state. 

Tho' different thoughts lead you and me^ 
Yet friendship bids our hearts agree ; - 
Of pleasures^ ruralj or the town^ 
No more, my Willy; both must own. 
That happiness is but« name> 
By prinooj by peasant known the same 
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But when sdf-xntezest wwbjb the mind, 
Man seeks in vidn that gem to find* 
Did riches ease the.iusbiiig heart. 
Or sorrow'ft tQaribvUd to^atarti 
Or add to th' nmnber of our days. 
Then might the miser oiaini: oar praise : 
But they give seldom health or peace. 
And ait, too a£t, ova cares increase. 

Regardless, then, of finrtune's smii^ 
Be ours, my firiend, content and toll; ' 
And blest with "fiiendship^ peace, and health. 
E'en let who will contend for wealth 1 

J : ' 

h CmrJUk^ SepUmlery 1798. 
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EPISTLE THE SECOND. 



TO MISS £. C E, IN SCOTLAKIX 



Ye ^ow^8 abuin, O hear me now t 
If Fm to cla* an auld man*s poWy 
Just grant a drcle o^ leel friends. 
To cheer me, ere life's journey ends'! 



&n' first I wrote R. A. his book^ 
God gie him grace on it to look f 

I've fash'd my friens wi' monie a line ; 
In tuneless rliyme> in senseless prose ; 
Now teazin' these^ now pleasin' those^ 
As folly^ whim^ or friendship chose 

To rule this head o' mine. 

Tho' weel acquaint wi' monie a ane. 
Of a' the lafe^ how few I ken^ 



^ 



WliA can for Knse wi' ye compare! 
Woo latt! bad I auld Ramsay's skill. 
Or like Ayr's Bardie, wit at will, 
^wou'd pleasare gie, to drive the qiiiU* 

That ye my verse might share ! 

But he wha cheerfu' does his best, 
Guid-natur^d sauls forgie the rest ; 

Sae nought hae I Brae ye to fear. 
DriVn by wild Autumn firae ilk bow'r^ 
Where Unties late did wild notes pour. 
In cot retir'd. 111 ryhme an. hour. 

To please a fiien sae dear. 

Now &r fiae town the sportsman flies. 
Proud to ensnare the harmless pri^ ; 

Be his, sic pleasures to enjoy ! 
To range o'er mountain, mulr, and heath, 
Charm'd wi' ilk sound that echoes death; 
My aim shall be, while I draw breath. 

To save but ne'er destroy ! 

The hollow blasts begin to bla'. 

And £rae the trees, leaves twitt'rin' &*; 

A lesson seemin' aft to gie : 
For ere anither Autumn come. 



Theyll rustle p'^ thcnarrpv tomb , . ; 

O' monie> wha no^ bp^t heollh'f JidaoBij -.i / / 
And may be, ihee^sa^ fue! :, ,. ,?, 



Life's siinmer, Bess> is jtbipi^^ and nwc« 
But bastnin' quick to a decline ; 
' That 'tis sae, 1^^,. I find.fi^* weel.! . 
Time's snatcb'd the forelock fi:^ my fatf^^^ 
And hope that made this heart elatet. 
Now lea's me mourning o'er, my &te, . 
A luckless, rhyiuinVohie(.. /. 
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What then, like me, baith ricb fm(l pwv 
Maun painfu' trials here endure ; 

Yet man, weak, m^m's his grefyfc^t, iofi :. 
A something ay appears i^i view. 
The fleetin' shadow we pursue; 
Andif o!erta'en,'thisaftis^ej^ ?* 

It adds bi^^to puri^Qe,. 



Wou'd we enjoy the ^yij^ sj^at^^ . , ,, : 
Whilk mortals truly may ca' great. 

On pleasure ^^s^ou'd ne*er ]t^ J^t» 
Reason shqu'd o'er ilk thought lyggj^^'^. . 
And honesty ay act .as guide; 
Syne let what will on earth betide^ 

We ay may rest content 
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Niest to gite life a imttie cbmt^ 
And slander o' he/f n^ diiamit 

FriendsHp fhou'd les^r woel tbe lii^Mld: 
Bat true it i8> jPHi jeUofB ted 
That social tie aman^ maoUod ; 
Int'rest o'er aft i^oslaves the vmA 

That ought to think lor ^ 

To this gie riahes^ that a name; 
To ane g;ie pow'r^ anither fione ; 

And let amhitibn's sons* ay rule : 
Gie me a sonsy honest friend, 
On whom I may wi' truth depend. 
And cheerfu* I'H to puirtith hend^ 

Nor envy fortune's focd ! 

But in life's journey, gin we meet 
A leel true saul, whase converse sweet 

Can soothe a while the throbhing heart ; 
That jillet, £}rtune, steps atween. 
And changes quick the happy scene ; 
Syne a' we boast is what has been^ ' 

Ay laith sae Sttia to part. 

Vol.1. A A 
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Just sae it &r^d wi' U8> I trow. 
Ere liawf acquaint, awa* thoU flew; 

Tho' distant, Be«s, I swear to tliee^ 
While genius, worth, I can discenit 
Or aught o' virtue wish to leam> 
Howe'er bj fiite I'm thrawn attend 

Bemember'd thou wilt he ! 



EPISTLE THE THIRD. 

TO MR. BOBCR'T CARLYLe. 

O TuoVi my lQQg-loVd> and much-lionoui^d fiiend^ 
Why ou the winding. banks of Tay> 
Doth sorrow ay point out thy way> 

And mekncholy still thy steps attend ? 

When virtue fires the youthful breast. 
Her vot'ry^ pure> should live secure ; 

And be> where'er he strays, a wekoiae gpiest. 

Now smiles the season gay, whkh erst ihine eye 
Beheld, while by thy native streams, 
Ting'd ofb by Sol's departing beams. 

The sober landscape made thy heart beat high t 
Shall Spring, with all her joyous train^ 
Her sweets difiuse, of various hues. 

And thoii, in pensive numbers mark her r&gp. ^ 

AhJ no.— -Since science hath illum'd thy mind. 
And genius pour'd to thee her store. 
Let sadness twine the wreath no more^^ 

Of &ded flow'rs, thy youthful brows to bind i 



despbe^ 



If reason bids us joy despu 

And gutless mirth ^ves «orow l^eA^ ' 



Sdf-enl'd mii' lai^lio soeoea tofoaaiy .^ 

Where Ta/s proud streams incessant roai^ 
Ot LdKftoftd laveft the wood^iin|f%l shore; 

With grirfy i 8a^ ih^ quit thy happy home, 
Whete scowlii:^ pride thy merit riew*^ 
And teaifk'd a youth iii quest 6f truA;^ - 

But BlOdk*^ his suflferii^ Hr^ ingriifkude. 



Kx^ 



Alas I iliat git^m ^^ &io\M lit&wMimmf 

Or bend^ in spite of reason's rolesy 
An ail^t skve to tyt^mne*^ jfooB ; 

While IdoiKt^ IgUotuhoe manHnd ci^ss I J 
Yet, heed not thou the wofld^ diarp firawn^ 
Content) and heidth, to haughty liveidthj 

And humUe povi^ty, alike are MiciWn« 

Be&ink thee tii the cares that all awiot ; 
Nor let dejection doud thy brow. 
If to the world thou'rt doomed to boW; 

Nor view with partial eye the pomp of state : 
To nature's child, a virtuous name 
Can give repose, and heal his woes. 

More than doth e'er the air-blown bubble fiime. 



Vfkfhlbonin o'er lib midniglit lamp> the nge^ 
Stm tevdmig man lumsblf to know ? 
Tis his> to trace the source of woe^ 

And oursy to ^ean instruction from his page; 

^ To nake the moHtoilkh^s short spai^ 

And seek of Hm^'n^ the j^mise giv'n ; 

Tliese are the noblest studies of frail man. 

Then jooun tiot> ere thy prime, the scnnhrotts shade. 
Where dwell disease^ and cankering caire; 
Nor let the haggard fiend despair 

Thy atqps mislead ; if by ^ world hetray'd. 
But> ah t if hope no more can cheer 
Thy bosom^ tom^ in S£b'^ Mt mom, 

Ixmg, long for thee shaH FftrEHDsiitP ihed the 
silent tear I 

CM^ AprU 37, ISOO- 



I 



-V * ■ ■ 



EPISTLE THE FOURTH. 



TO MABIA OF THE COTTAGE, (6) ON HEl 

BIRTH-DAY. 



*' Long ma J die liv«v 
The caie of Heftv^i ; and her declining yean 
Be crown*d with plenty, and with happiness !** 



This is ihy natal day. Now thrice seven times 
Hath Spring, still welcome^ scatter'd o'er the eai^ 
Her fost'ring dews^ then with her joyous train ,{ 
A flow'r-wov'n carpet spread o'er many a mead, ? 
While caroll'd each wild warbler; thrice seven tin^^ 
Hath savage Winter ravish'd Autumn's charms, ^ 
Since first thou saw the light. Fair innocent ! ^ 
From that blest hour which gave thee to this wor]^ 
This world of vanity, this world of care, r 

Where wealth is honoured, worth ofl doom'd to pioe^ 
Ne'er hath bright Sol shone on b sweeter flow'x|;> 
A winter rose, not ^' bom to blush unseen.** . 
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May^st ilioti, wlien many years liave o'er thee tcXL'^ 

And time> relentless tjrrant, b^uty's foe> 

Hath fiirrow'd that §air &ce^ wkh smileg behold^ ' 

In hlest retirement^ tranquilliz'd thy mind, 

Sol's cheering beams, then think of well-spent yeara^ 

Piepar'd to seek the Christian's sure reward^ 

As sinking to thy last sad narrow bed \ 

This thy friend wisheth. Friend unknown to fiunep 

Who spite of jaundic'd ^lander, bloated wealth, , 

Who i^te of the fool's scorn, will erer give 

To modest worthy to genius pure, its due. 

Health, rosy health, presided at thy Urth, 
And watch'd thy in&nt slumbers. Plump-cheek'd 
mirth 

^^Enraptur'd, gaz*d, then mark'd thee for her own. 
Ne^, mild religion with parental care, 
Bear'd the young shoot, with finger held to Heaven* 

^Genius, who scorns the multitude, whose smile 
No diadem can purchase, heav'nly maid ; 
Who with a spark divine the mind illumes^ 

'^ A^d makes each &v^te soothe a brother's woes, 
Nurs'd thee^ her darling. Hope, with uplift hands^ 
The dterub bless'd ; then promis'd happy days*/ 
But hope^s a fair deceiver. Gaily drest, 
file whispers man of countless joys in store ; 



Grave wi^cbm, wUh JASliuolioii hy her side^ . 
Oft plflss'd tp hev thy Uipiiig imx^1» ««ee|» 
Wou'd poLiil to many a flow'iy paA* wlucb l«f|d| * 

And tbonniidi tiyiii mte to dimb tbo nvwitb 
Access still jeagerlu)|^iig, ikr^^s ^ 
J!he thcinii leereUd j&QHL tkj' aiitot gViPj ^ 

And lur'd tkj ibet t^ 0(q^ t^c^ .«ft ii|i?ft (iodL r 

Ne'er.ffBSlliy a9MiIe&es8d<»iidi4^eii^ > 
Nor did pale.sorraw ever rock thee in it. 
Life's mom was &ir aa Ibetiog: |J1 i^drean^l 
A&y'nah dream, time »e'er must zealiae I 

. How iitde tlun|g}it, &» jtqfi^reMs^i^ heaatgyw 

;When:dear associfttes m e^ £ui7 iQSB^ , 
Eesr^lem m Uis^ undoy'd, « few ahiRrI J9Bj^ 
Wou'd fyid thee musing o'er the iitidiHght hm^i : 
A young but gvoat initrudtveiB., G^ilimgg^afPir^ 
Widi bonror vi^, t^ youCbfol; ]seaA^*# jfom^ j< ^ 

As in idea> o'er tby glow^^ wcnrkfb 
He £m^ bend^ and sbudd^s attach agmd» .' 
Some speetre dreading. Next the gotbie atiin^ . 
Scar'dy 4I0W ascending, b« at i&a^ baholdft 



In duminBr giiooBiiy^ sDnde nd difCit^ F^^5 
Woe-worn, and ghandf. Some «ng^ lAstiA^ 
Stol'n fioot her hom^ a Tutuotw iiiftrificd 
To lordly moni fool image of his Makef. 
The scene now ciianget; nature's diildrdfi ^1M($ ; 
And knreV deliglit^ Arcadian sweeta sorprii^ 
ne reader mingles with 801116 vfiliB^ gvdd^i 
And joins the etening donee; and t ef Af ^ 
Or with tif«si roams, aided by Luna's bfemny 
Pale empress of the night. Paxshanod^ hd seeaT 
Some to w'r half-hid, and half-embrown'd by shade; 
l¥Mle on his ear the bird of sorrow Aifigs 
Hot sad^ but SDdChing song. 

Long may'st thou lead, 
Daughldr of magic, with thy high-wrought scenes 
(Where pure morality adoms^ thy page. 
And virtue- ahinea a mirtbr to each sex. 
While guilt'sdarkdeedsprovoke Heav'n'sbttter wrath) 
The mind a willing captive. May inward 
StSl cfoim thy liabors^ Mend to all mankind ! 
Not e'er the Muse desert thee ! Yas f er'n now, 
Methinks thy name 'midst Erin's gifted fidr 
Will live reoQfdedi on the lists of &me. 

VoL L :WB r 
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All ! little dKamt thou/ ckild of innocence. 
In iaS^jicy, life's golden happy age, 
A few short years wou'd find thee sorrow's child; 
And sickness spread for thee a painfiil couch ! 
Gidleless thy heart. How little didst thou know 
Er'n with a ndnd well fitor'd, th' unfeeling world! 
But let me o'ar thy wrongs throw fiiendship's veO, 
Nor irritate a sore, not yet hidf heal'd. 
The feeling heart my pen shall never wound ; , 

No man is he, who sports widi i^iftue'^ tears i 

Now when Decemher with his thimsand stonns. 
Ah ! dreaded month, to many a houseless wfetchl 
In frozen snow-clad mande swe^ the Vale, 
Withered and leafless, ruin scattermg round. 

Peace to thy cot ! May health, coy, rosy ISdr, 
And blithe content long thy companions be ; 
While changing reasons yidd thee greater bitss I 



• 

Unen vying, thoa <!anst new yon bostiing to#ii,* 
Where high ambition rears a haughty head ; 
And all is commerce, eraft, and cank'ring care. ^ 
This wHd unpolish'd lay should'st dieu approve; ^ 
I'll smiling, scorn the leam'd reader's jneer. *^ 

4 

Decemher 2$f ldOS» 

•Bdflet 
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MPISTLE THE FIFTH. 



TO BOBEET AKDEB80N. 



While on the Line's romantic stream^ 

Meek ^y'liing threw her &rewell beaiBj 

In mem'iy's sofit reflected hue 

Those rapt'roMS hours retum'd to viewv 

When you^ in vales that Uush'd with floiiv^ 

Entranc'd the ear with music's pow'rs ; 

But, smce you bade ihese vales iaxewdl. 

No hard awakes the vocal shell; 

No flute e'er breathes the woods anumg^ 

Symphonious to the milk-maid's song : 

Our merry^nights, where pleasure ties , 

|ler garlaq^ qffl^ hundred dies, 

Where Ipye glows with his purest flame^ 

X<eave no o^e^ioTials of their &me ; 

Our n>^ings^ where the dance and bowt 

£athe> in the^nint of Uiss^ the soul« 

Pass like the dreams of night away^ 

The subject of no minst^'s lay : 



ISS MnmuuL 

And die fimr nmkb of Eden's phuv 
Implore a poet's aid in vati^ . 
To punt their roses ere ^y die^ 
And Ike blue languish of their eye; 

Come, then, my fiiend, and bring with thee 
That weloome JMa«t«-die heart of glee; 
Thy %Lte will cheer my bow'rs once more. 
And all iliy long-lost joys restore ; 
Bright Witt my evening stur go ndown. 
Though Fortune and my Juliet j&own ;. 
'Mid social hours of radiant hue. 
To pidM care FHhid^adieu ; 
O'er tjriBSON's* ale, the Ibstive mgl^ 
Shall fly cm pinions soft tod light ; 
The tale and song's enchanting pow'r 
Shall long protract the parting hour ; 
And, till on Eden's duystal stream 
The morning's purple splendour beam. 
The glass, in streamy pride, diall roll 
A tide of transport o'er the soul. 

Oh ! tell me, so(m, in prose or ihyme> 
What fills the void of vacant time : 
Are still th' inspiring Muses Mud ? 
Do their green wreathes thy temples bind? 

* A respectable lu^eeper in Carlisle. 



On Erin's shoTe^ oki de Ikey meet 
Their poet witli their vkioa» sweet ? ' ^ 
And do the loves and young deaiies 
Still flutter o'er thy jej^us wires ? 
Still does the enchantress beauty dart 
Her charms upcm thy eaptiv'd heart ? 
Or does the harp of sorrow mo»m 
O'er love or friendsiiip's timeless fim? -* 

Perhaps, in ^n^'sm^ic glass. 
Thy native vales hefinpe thee pass ; 
Those scenes <^ sweel delight c^^ear 
That to the ^e of youth wese dear : 
Perhaps the nymplw qS £dai^« stveaai 
May SD^e in sqeae poetie dateam ; 
May come in eac^ attoaetiye form. 
With beauty, love, or virtue warm i 
'Twas thus ihe sweetest bard of Rome, (7) 
When banished ^rom his fiiends and home. 
Upon the lingering aMwaent Utaew 
Reflected joys of every hue ; 
More precious &r than CiESAR's throne 
An imag'd wmM he made his own ! 
In Lucy's visionary light 
The Tyber darted on his sight ; 
And every scene o'er which he hung 
With eutacy^ when life was young. 
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Betum'd to soothe an exile's hounr. 
And gleam upon bis shadowy bow'rs* 
Then^ oh ! then^ no longer firown'd 
The wildness of the desart round ; 
The howling of the tempest's .blast. 
Unheard^ amidst the grey rocks^ past ; 
And^ on the bosom of the deep^ 
The angry surges seem'd to sleep. 

Oh ! could^ dear friend^ a verse of mine 
The treasures of the soul enshrine^ 
The richness of thy worth should glow^ 
Wh«i o'er my grave the wild windfrUowx 
And gveen should distant ages find 
The wreath that sacred fiiaidship twin^^. 
But^ ahf my rude^ unpoli&ed lay 
Is but the record of a day ; 
Soon, soon, dear fne&d, my rustic rhyme 
Shidl feel the deadly touch of time ; 
Oblivion's ruthless hand Aall shed , 
Her night^shades o'er thy Crito's head'^ 
And not a line of living fame 
Shall bear to future times his name ! 

cBira 



EPISTLE THE SIXTH. 



TO CRITO. (8) 



*^ Friendship, mysterious cement of the 80ul« 

Sweet*ner of life, and solder of society, 

I owe thee much P' 

Blaih. 



My Harp I n^lected, and caidiess threw by; 

Its tones became feeble^ beguil'd not the night ; 
And oft as I view'd it, I said^ with a sigh, 

•*' Sweet soother of woe, thoult no longer delight I 
The wild-flow'rs of &ncy now charm me no more. 

The pictures of hope, and her visions are flown ; 
When loves, jo^s, and friendships for ever arc o'et, 

BemeiBi(brttace will linger on years that are gone!" 

O, Cumbria { tliy piae-olad bilk lise tonqr view; 
^Tiy wide-spreading valleys in livery of green ; 
Thy hoarse-murm'ring streams where enraptur'd I flew, 
To mark the romantic, the heart-soothing scene ; 
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TheiestiQliaimt my pillow^ forihere widi Uie Mns^ 
Foigetful of sorrows^ I wove the rude song 

That nature dictated. Ah ! wlio coii'd refuse 
To paint her g&y ^ictwt&f, thy wild woods amoiig? 

And ofty in idea, with Uiigering pace^ 

Thy landscape enchants, while thy meadows I trea^ 

And o'er haunts of my youth, still with Spiing finnily 

traee 

Her glories, new-lxMn, that so lavi^ were spr^: 

I wind Edbn's stream, where I first Sbtight the nfai^ 

Whose coy looks of witeh'ry cou'd raptures impart; 

Or press thy dark woods, and each thrush-haunted 

glade, 

: 'Mid thd smiles of the few, erer dear tany heart 

• • . 

EVn now, when* dun evening bedefWB tliese Ueak 
vales^ 

And pennve- veiecdbn pa^t pkasuve quAa fofthy' 
I mark thy hlithe gvoups;, care no km^r assidb, 

Assemble, o'eij(^'d, round the neatly-tnmm'd 
hearth. 
Thei^ wisdom is^ gathered, of mortals and stately 

O'er heoiiHshdefing liquor, in qilunmy's spitr; 
News fixeign or local, each freely narrotesi 

And the song, jest, and story g^Te wings tbtheaight. 



9ut fiae, the detfcrojer^ bsth munUn laid low; 

Mis&rtuiie bath many to feaury dri^'n ; 
And others have tatted the gall-diop of woe^ 
" To whoiQf when we parted^ was happmefls gir'n! 
There are, who from poverty's gripe have got £tee. 

The scoff of the wise^ and the sport of the day: 
A thousand suc^ changes^ in fitncy, I see> 

jSince. the hour when hope flatter'd^ smd tore me 
away« 

YtpBl Cumbria, I mark where tJiy aged oalos stood; 

The groves where I pip'd with a heart free from 
«are| 
Or thought^ as I trac'd nature's works up to God, 

No bew'rs were so fragrant^ no fields half so fklr. 
Then oft would I sigh^ but the wish^ ah ! how vam> 

That in youth and in manhood still <dung to my 
breasty 
Wjbien death gaveireHef to all sorrow^ all pain. 

Near the tombs of my Rubers, in peace i m^btrest. 

Thus oft have I pondet'd, when day's toil was done, 
Afid Pbcebus gave Erin bis last evening smile ; 

When sicken'd with tumult, life's Autumn steals im^ 
'Tis sweet o'er past pleasures the hours to beguile. 

Vol. I. c c 
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And oft ba^ I saifl, wbyfioKjgotfii]: of me, 

Are the few sooBof 8cienoe> whoee eonveise I shared? 

Sings theB^JiBofthe Lyne nowno longer with glee, 
Foif whom all the Muses a chaplet prepared ? 

Long^long hathhis page pouz'd delighto'er themmd. 

For sacred to virtue, and sweet are his strains; 
O'er fime^r's fisdr regions he roams unom&i'd^ 

And the wish to instruct in his hosom still reigns: 
And fidn with my Crito again would I range 

The groves and the how'rs, whctre each tree seem'd 
a friend; 
And when we heheld^ with a sigh^ a sad change. 

Reflect, soon like them, we must wither and bend. 

But the gales to my ears brought the song of the Bard, 

That8uccour'd,HkemanBa, fromfriendship'aabede; 
■—While flows the red current, the song I'U regard. 

That soothes a lone brother on life's flinty road! ' 
Thou chief of the number whose sanctioii I-boast, 

Let friendship, long cherish'd, in death but expire; 
And whatever my fiite on life's perilous coast, - 

May I copy thy virtues^ while hst'ning^ thy lyre ! 

Cammoney, near MJktt. 
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EPISTLE THE SEVENTH. 



TO HIR. HOBEKT ANDERSOK, 

«N READING SOME OF HIS BEAUTIFUL POEHB IK tUS 
BELFAST NEWS-LETTER, BT GAELUS. ($> 

Hail Andjbrsoi?! oAture'agweetbnd, 
(For nature ^ires birtii to tlvf lay )) 

What piake could thy merit leward ? 
What fsune thy efiusums repay ? 

Permit me« tho' wild is Ibe sferam. 

My trftnite of psaise to bestow ; 
Nor treat my rude vene willirdifdaia. 

Since heartfelt esteem bids it flow* 

Thy songs with ddight I -have nad^ 

Which flow like a smooth-gliding stKm% 

And sympathy's tear I have.shed. 
As oft as distress was thy theme. 

Nor would J those pleasures resign^ 
Which flow from thy sorrowful strain, 



To call ihe whole universe min^ 
And rank with the unfeeling trains- 

Thy Ouicagt, pocxr victun of we^» 
I've heard on the desokte heathy 

And seen the sad sufTrer laid low^ 
Rdeas'd fiiom her sonows by deaths 

Thy ^FUoii^f a&cting complainjl;^ 
Might melt e'en a bosom of stone; 

What mortal could hear her lament. 
And not make her sorrows his own» 

Foior Atmu^s extravagant song 
B^^es me of many a sigh ; 

Sueh wild accents fiiU £rom her tongue^ 
As oft 9teal a tear firom my eye 

Sweet Bard ! what sensations divine 
Thy exquisite ditties impartl 

£&qplicity dwells in each line^ 

Yet strongly ihey speak to the hearL 

And still as I read with delight, 
Hope tell^ me of some happy day. 

When we shall in friendship unite> 
And sing all our sorrows away. 



Oh ! come thou dear moment of joy ! 

No anguish mj hosom should rend^ 
Nor care my sweet yiaions destroy^ 

If blest with so gentle a fiiend. 

Sweet poet of nature ! adieu ! 

May fitme be the meed of thy lays ; 
That fiune which no change will subdue^ 

When time shallbaTe number'd thy days i 
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EPISTLE THE EIGHTH. r^ 

TO GAELUS, 

ON THZ PUBLICATION OF HXS POEKS. 



kt : 
Can 

The 



Whan eottmrs guid liae said tlidr pra/rs, 
An' wee tots sleep awa' tkek cares^ 
I musm', whjles tliink how it &res 

Wi* friens a few ; 
But ane 'bnin a', my wiah aft share»— 

I hint at you : 

Wha (gifted wi the saul o» Burns, ^ ^ 

Whom monie a son o' wisdom mooms) 
Now soaring, saint-like, sunk hy turns. 

Ay proud to gie 
Man maxims rare, that folly spurns. 

Appalled to see. 

Yes, ^' wordy, wise, auld-farran'd*' Gakius^ 

Prince o' our poetizin fallows. 

The serious truths ye bauldly tell us. 

E'en gar us tremble ; 
Wha scorns yer warks, deserves a gallows; 

111 no' dissemble ! 
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Stem Winter's Ueerin' fipightfu fonn 
^ow maks us creep our ingles warm ; 
'When readin' your true-pietur'd " Storm^** 

I think o' thae, 
V^retched^ expos'd to ilka harm^ 

Wha housdess stray. 

Sut neist your soothin' " Broken Hbart^ 
Can dry the tear grief hids to start ; 
Sic honied truths &w Bards impart^ 

In these rank times ; 
They try owre aft, wi' strainin' art. 

To gild curs'd crimes. 

» 

Your '^ BrookV a type o' human kind. 
Warm firae^ a Bard's religious mind; 
Sic similies are weel design'd. 

The warl to cheer ; 
And warn the wicked, weak, or blind. 

What course to steer. 

The Feasant trudgin' hame at een, 
Wi' heart untainted, thoughts serene. 
Aft minds me o' yoursel, and Jean, 

An weeans fair ; 
Sic lines gie pamper'd chiels the spleen. 

But deil may care ! 



HmjI, nature's priest I unlike die.Uve« ' 
Wha light as air, or idly graye^ 
Seek to bepraise scMoe coward slavey 

In spijte o' truth ; 
Or wi' lewd rhymes, pKj to deinrave 

SelievBig youfth. 

Hale he Ay p^, Dunorer^s Bardi • 
The day's at haim ye'll aeel rewiafd» 
For puir are ye; ,and tidies ate hard, . , 

And daithin' dear ; 
But thousans mae, will ye regard^ 

£re this neist year. 

Yes Erin lang will hless yer name ; ^ 
Ay &in to raise her sons to £une ; 
Ye'll put the guilty aft to shame> , 

As sure as fate : 
Rise, An'rew I fidr-eam'd honours G]ai% 

An' be na Hate I 

For me, while I can think or }uik^ - ^ 

Whare'er I hiqrkle in a nuik^ 

111 pore wi' pleasure owre yer buik^^ 

An' bless the time. 
When Rab's advice ye fearj^' tuik. 

To print il^ rhyme. 



YeVe wbylet g|hM'l OWl^ Wi fMinti^ Hkiii^, 
Studied auli CtiiifiiiiA'ii ^leilft amangj 
Whar monie a bumie rowes alang^ 

Ah I daar-Iov'd soddifll ! WhMre'er I g)itl|fi 

'^ Ye Mufit M8 MiL 

THiara Thames ai4^lti&ffMiciilie«i^ ^ 

I've stra/dj Aid bf th» IgUWfa i l egs Cree^ 
Whan gnuHkpIot^ cottage, shrub, or tree, 

tr^ieKRMiSMl; 
Eden, my thoughts i^ tum'd tb ffte6; -^ 

^SIb 1tt6Ml^fl9 gtt$Ml« 

IVe liv'd, by mrMblgl lAills^/ 
By lovenj 0^ Ihi MOM W^te^ fnx^d ; 
But ne'er, no! ne'er coulA b^ «MM, 

Tho' weak my lays^ 
To win! at foll/s whims disguis'd. 

Or vice topraise. 

Whyl^s, lad, I trust well meet th^thar. 
In spite o' fortune, or rough weather; 
An' ablins com&rt ane anither, 

In&ienshipUest: 

Vol. I* D D 
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We sain dip aff^ we ken no' whither^ 

Let's hope the best I 

U&'s like the journey o' a day; 
And pleasure leads us aft astray; 
Let friendship chaoe dull care away. 

As on we drive: 
Fm An'rsw's fiien^ I proudly say, 

Lang may he thrive ! 

Nae thought ye've wrote^ ye e'er need blot. 

Nor carpin' bodies heed a jot ; 

Content iii hard-eam'd, hame-spun coat, 

Man needs nae inair ; 
An' virtuous folk^ howe'er forgot. 

Are ay Heav'n's care r 
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EPISTLE THE NINTH. 



TO HISS B^di!^, ON H£B BIETH-DAT. 

Sweet m^id ! thy birth a loftier verse doth daixii^ 

Than I, weak vot'ry of the Muse, can give ; 
Tuneless my harp. Had I been known to &me» , 

With such a theme^ I'd hope my lays would live. 
All nature sniil^ around ; enchanting sight ! 

The feather'd throng their homage seem to pay ; 
£v'n Sol, with rays more glorious, shines more brigt^t. 

As if rejoicing on thy natal day : 
For while he lights our earth, ne'er will he smile 

On one more worthy of a mortal's praise ; 
On one more virtuous, or more firee fix>m guile. 

Unknown 'midst foU/s throng, or fashion's blase: 
And O, when many chear&l years have flown^ 

And thou to conq'ring time, like all, must bow ; 
May calm reflection dwell on pleasures known. 

Nor sonbw till that hour e*er cloud thy browl 

Meifiut. 



EPISTLE THE TENTH. 

TO HAWA OF THE COTTAGR 

Stehn Winter firae the geUd north, . 
Wi' mome a storm oooiea Howling §atih i 

AivJ HiUs and gleng 919 otad wi' sna' :. 
VndlB cottars roun^ are wrapped iigi deepi, 
0*er heartsome ingle £uil I creeper . 

An' think o' £a&as^ &Xf &r awaV . 

O* some nae nkur I hope to see ; 

O? some.wha ware nae thoughts o' me ; 

O* days when I to pleasure how'd: 
Fleafure^ that caused 'me mJckle paiuj. 
And fi>rc'd me aft the bowl to drain 

Wi' life's unthinkin' senseless ciowd*. 

Fuils tell tt8» fii«ndship'8 bat a name; 
l^hey're Uest wha feel ,die saciielflaiBcy 

And hourly mak it brighter baml 
Grant me but firiens^ vqpright^ and led» 
They'll mak me fearless o' the Deil ; 

And warldly cui& 111 bauldly sceni ! 
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Now exil'd ficfte: ibe ^w I FtWj 
The town, aod itft ivispomer'd joyr^ 
In solitude 9om^ ahaxms J find ; 
Yes, e'en in obsctune lowly c&k, 
I thank my Maka: &r my lo^ 

For i^ienty, kBa]Al^ aa' pQac« o^JlulAf 

Contented wi' niy doily toil ; 

Fleas'd wi' ilk conurade's «nfeig:h'd tbaaiof 

What itn Beeda wiah> proud I enjoy : 
H^icefiirth, in quiet ki me live, ■ '^ 

An' a' jny thoai^ita to wisdom g^re^ 

The guadc^ Wkaae pfeeepta ne'er oaoft ddy« 



And thou, her daughter, to me dear^ 
Wha strove to dry misfortune's tear. 

When mis'ry sunk my spirits low ; 
Why now fingetfii' o* a friend. 
Thou wha sic coimsel erst would lend. 

Ay first to voothe a fuff'rer's woe? 

Has nckness nvmb'd thy tender frame ? 
Wou'd slander suUy thy fair fiime ? 

Does sorrow ca* thee still her ain } 
Has hope been busy wi' new art. 
To wound afresh thy feeling heart } 

Has peace fer ever frae thee gene ? 
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Thou'st known enough o' pain and care j 
O' sorrow ihou'st e*en had thy share^ 

Sin yonth ilk &iry picture drew : 
Enyy has sought to work thy Ml, 
AA; mix'd thy cup wi' bitterest gall ; 

For days V Uiss hae be^i but &w. . 

Dear &y'iite o' the pensive Muse ! 
Thy smile a rhymin' brither woo8> 

O^ quickly saj, thou'rt yet his friend ! 
May He wha stills the ragin' storm. 
Grant healthy and shield thee ay fiae hBah, 

TiU life's last peacefu scene shall end I 
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EPISTLE THE ELEVENTH. 



TO A YOUNG LADY IN BELFAST 

Thanks for thy letter^ best of fiiends! 
On it my life of life depends. 
Fair moraU^ier ! wliose warm heart 
May balm to any mind impart ; 
I gaze enraptur'd on each line^ 
"Where wisdom shews in truths divine 
The dang'rous path; the wily snare^ 
That still mislead^ that cause each care; 
The pois'ners of man's purest joy, 
That wealthy and healthy and life destroy. 

Dear beauteous comforter ! whose smiles 
. £ Vn sorrow of her sting beguiles, 
Whate'er thro' life my &te may be^ 
My grateful thanks are due to thee ; 
And till this pulse shall cease to beat^ 
Thy name with ardour 111 repeat; 
Delighted^ erer^ to peruse 
Thy &vor^ ftv'rite of the Muse ! 
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» * 

To thee^ tlus hnmble vene I pour^ 
The musing of a midniglit hour ; 

Weak flows the hj, wy^ fntmi m\n\ owi^ ; | ^^^ 

For youth and j&ncy now are flowi^ f 
I mark life's autumn^ Oyercast^ 
Whilst mem'ry pauses on the past: . 
Truth holds her mirror to my view, 1 -^ 

And bids mi virtue stiH porsue. . 



No more of pleasnvb^ watf itmnd I 

Too long I've slept in xtMe^leaTd bowers; 

And trod on fiuty gnmnd. 

With folly hy my side; 
Nornumher'd e'er the pasnng facmriL > 

For hope> delusive flatterer, was B^ guide; 
Ami with her fiurest flowV% 
That blossoming d^ dec&y, 
£3i^ smflingy strew'd B^ way ; 
And life's short mom y/fms nou^ght but cmpfy prifi* 
By hope a wHixi^ victim led. 

Soon xieason fisom me fled; 
Then pleased, each distant proq^ t fiulr 

With partial eye I view'd ; 
And mock'd the busy spoikT care^ 
And laugh'd to hear of man's i 
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Now wil^ as fion a fteami^ 
How sad, alas 1 I seem ! 
While meek idigion whi^eEBy Hett/awaids turn ! 
Tken^ O my thoughts surmount the skj^ 
And from all worldly follies fly ; 
Ere dim life's lamp begiaa ta bum ! 
While others vainly study how to liyOi 
Let me the hours^ to mecBtatiihi. give ; 
And study how to dSef 
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- EPISTLE THE TWELFTH. 

TO ME. ROBERT ANDERSON, 

OV BXARING HIH SAY HIS MUSE HAD PAID HIM A VISIT FOR 
THE FI&ST TIME, SIKCE HIS BETUftK TO CAELIStE» 
BT THOMAS WAKmiP, OF GREAT CO&BY. 

Rejoice with me^ je vocal train. 
And raise the cheerful rustic strain ; 
Our Cumbrian Bard, with glee again, 

The song renews : 
Nor grief, nor absence, can restrain 

His generous Muse. 

The sight of native fields and sides. 
Revives the thoughts of youthful joys ; 
Thoughts absence blunts, but ne'er destroys. 

And hark ! his reed. 
With double sweetness he employs .^ 

In dale and mead. 

And thou, our Bard, though 'tis not thine y 

In battle's gory scenes to shine ; > 

Scenes which too ad, in strains divine. 

The Muses sing;— 
And oh ! with glory deeds combine, 

T\vaX TV)2av \sdTL^« 



EPISTLI8. 211 

Nor mercenary taknts thee 

Have taught to bend the servile knee ; 

Though modestj humble^ thou art free^ 

And know'st thy soul 
To aid oppression^ bribe^ or fee^ 

Need'st no controuL 

But thou hast been our fields among. 
And thou ha^t marked the rural throng; 
Our grie& and joys to thee belong, 

And thine's the art 
To soothe the mind with tender song. 

And cheer the heart. 

Sing on, sweet Bard, thy country's friend ;«- 
Amuse, delight, instruct, amend; 
And w&ilst our weal you ardent 'tend. 

When faults you see. 
Spare not the kindly lash ; well bend, 
^ And thankful be. 

So may'st thou live to see the day. 
To wear an honour' d pow of grey; 
When vdfe, and maid, united say. 

And sire and son,— » 
'^ We aw for thee will gratefu' pray, 

R. Anderson.'* 



EPISTLE THE THISTEENTO. 



TO MB. THOS. WAKMUFt OF GREAT COBS 

DxAR friend ! (for friends too oft ure §ew) 
Thank Heaven! I boast of ^umb^rs Wjm; 
May such liaive hagpiness in Yiew> 

And. test in peace ; 
StiU aoorniag the tyrannic csew, 

.Who eaiK^ increase 

O ihat 'twere mine the j^irk lo senre 
Those^ wlio a brother's jpraise desenrey— » 
Those who« r^pic% would straki eaeh neeve ' 

The .poor to save ; 
Ne'er from that du^ would I swerve 

Till in the grave ! 

fiut mortals' wishes oft Are vain; 
Oft prove the source of care and pain ; 
While some^ exulting, seek to gain 

What leads to woe«— 
Ne'er may I sconiy with cold disdain^ _ 

Where mudi I owe. 



Retum'd to each loT'd native «cen% 

Rodb^ woocUcrown'd failk, and valleys green, 

Tho' long my Muse bath abeot beeii> 

With me she roves> 
To paint— what may give some the .flpleea, 

Sut mecit moves. 

Stin majTjjfae wearihe rustic doess. 
And soodie the soff'rer in distress ; 
Now thousands round xoam pennyless. 

Of heakh bereft,— 
That men may iniph with ^plenty hless^ 

few hopes 9re left. 

Still may she murk each lavizig -pair. 
Who life enj<^^ 4aid laugh at care. 
Who steer the course that's bright and fur- 
To peace indin'd; 
Who scorn .the world's entangling snar^. 

And aerve mankind. 

Yes, mine the theme shall ever be, 
Friends to amuse with harmless glee ; 
To let the virtuous ploughman see 

A ^rtrait true ; 
For nature's rural scenes, to me. 

Are still in view. 
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Those who oppose a brotlier's rigbt ; 
The upstart proud; the worthless wight; 
The wretch who errs in reason's spite. 

May purchase praise; 
Such, oolj, who in good delight. 

Should grace our lays. 

Dear friend ! to whom my thanks are due ; 
Till time to death shall bid thee bow. 
May no dull cares e'er doud thy brow. 

But joy prevail ; 
And proud thy offspring speed the plough 

CTer hifl'and dale. 

In fancy, I thy fields survey ; 

Thro* Corby's woods and valleys stray. 

At op'ning mom, or evening grey. 

In many a grove, 
Where minstrels sweet their homage pay 

To Him above. 

When rakes their midnight revels keep, 
I trace the scenes near Eden deep ;— . 
Oft that romantic rocky steep. 

Where thousands bend ; 
And now, in age. 111 proudly creep. 

To meet my friend. 



Botte. 
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NOTES. 



• NOTE THE FIRST. 

^ And as they passM thro* Rickar Gate, 
Quoth Brown Adam, ' There^s the spot, I trotr» 

Whare livM the flow*r of a' Carlyle, 
And sweet to me was her hinnj mou !** 

Fagea^* 

In this street or gate leading notlli irom Carli4e, 
the inhabitants of the borders (or debateable lands) 
eommonly assemble on market-days. Filled with 
poitonous liijuors^ and more so with a maddening 
i^irit of revenge for any trifling injury a friend or 
relative may have sustained^ an nprorious even&g 
floene formerly took plaoe^ to the great annoyance of 
the town. The combatants generally fought with 
leaden-headed whips^ made for the purpose. This 
antient and barbarous custom has now given way to 
£iendly intercourse and rational pleasures. The 
education of a femily, and agricultural improvements, 
engross the attention of the aged farmers : a spirit 

Vol. L F F 
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of industrious emulation liaving been occanoned bf 
the great increase of rents. Horse-racings cock* 
fightings and other amusements^ equally idle> have 
been superseded by an evesropleasing thirst i^r 
useful knowledge. 
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NOTE THE fflEeOND. 

^ The girt Buccleuj^ and a* hkcrevr. 

Wad fie*er hae yentur'd here awa I *' 

Page 25. 

This Steam alludes to the brother of Johnnt 
AiiMSTRONO, the noted free-bpoter^ who Hved at 
Gilnockie Tower, now a rum, a& die haaikB of the 
river Esk, near I^angholm. Kinmont Willt suf- 
fered a long and unjust oonfin^aobeat m Carlide 
Castle. Young Bucclcuoh, with fi^y chosen firom 
among the sons of his tenantry, bravely deter- 
mined, at every hazard, to rescue suffisring Willy. 
They succeeded in the dangerous attimpt, and had 
it in their power to haveaeMied. tjiQ govcmte (Xiord 
Hunsoon) and all hi« attandanta* < 



** ENIGMA THE FIEST.« 

Page 139. 

On infbHsliuig tins and the two following^ in the 
Bel&8t Commercial Chrcmiele^ the scribliileFS and 
l^edants throughout the i^ighbeurhood were seized 
with an Enigmatic Fever, which raged for a c(m»« 
deraUe time^ to the great mortification of the en* 
fightened publid. The Atithot became disgusted 
with the numerous and laughable eommiinicationn 
he daily receired^ supposed to be ingenious solutions* 
' No. 1. STAftCH, was answered throughout, by 
Hr.T. Falconer, Comedian, of the Belfkst Theatre^ 
In verse. The three Allowing remain unanswered. 



NOTE THE THIRD. 

^'^ IWhercj Deummqnd leam'd with aU a Foet*s arf* 

Page 14a 

v'>Bev.'Dr.;DT|nMi«on^n, translator of Lucretius, 
author of " The Giant's Causeway," and other works. 
The merits of this gentleman have been justly ap- 
preciated by his countrymen, and others ; eulogium, 
however warrantable, might therefore be deemed 
superfluous. 



NOTE THE FOURTH. 

«^ WbererBALFouB strikes her Ijie, the silrer soum^ 

I^me hears, and spreads her £une around.^ 

nigeM& 

From the fire of genius^ and the k8nii0miift-#er«' 
ofication this lady has displayed^ her name aa^r 
Task with tiie ^rtt poetic fayouxites of hercoimti^ 
In her elegant Poem addressed to H«pb^ fiiao^ 
passages will bear a comparison with Mr. Thoku^ 
Campbell's, on the samesahject, without ]]i)oring' 
the fiur fiune of our Authoress.-— Her Songs, spr^^ 
ly; or patibetic, are always- interesting, and paidcii^ 
larly calculated for the amusement of her country 
^len. A»a drainatist, she requires only the pi^tvoQBgli 
of the great, to establish her fame ; and mab^ li& 
a scene of pleasure, wbich has lor some yeaxB 
the reverse. 



NOTE THE FIFTH. 

» ' . • ' - -, - 

^* Where Bvntikg eager for his country V praise, 

, Snatches from time the songs of other dajs.^^ ' '^ 

P8g»14a« 

Mr. Edward Bunting, oiganist of Bdfi^t; who 
by his late muocal publication, industriously and 
judiciously saved many of the most interesti|ig Ii^ 
melodies from the stream of obliviOD. 



KOTE THE SIXTH. 

«' TO MAKIA OF THE COTTAGE." 

EogeldE. 

ThelateMr&MuNSTER of Belfast. She has long 
\i/fm blown as an authoress^ and chose that appel« 
lation in . Magazines, Newspapers^ &c. She copi- 
numced h^r literary oareer in early youths by pub-, 
K^hing the ^' Cotti^ of the Appenines/' a Romance^t 
ip 4 vols. This work^ which was completed in her 
Hxteenth year^ proves her to be a warm admirer of 
the celebrated Mrs. Badcuffe. In *' Rosa^" a Tale> 
she has displayed a knowledge of the world in a 
story replete with interesting incident. Her Ian- 
guage and pathos cannot fail to please the lovers of 
Sterne^ or the author of the " Man of Fediag." 
Although she may truly assert with Camoens^ 
^ My cradle was thetxnich ef care^ 
And sorrow rock*d me in it^'' 

jet no one^ ever bore the crosses of life with greater 
fortitude^ nor did cheerfulness forsake her when the 
tdiab seemed yawning for her reception. Sensibilityji 
^vad^> and a philanthropic spirk^ could not fail to 
Biake* Maria the admiration of many a learned and 
jn^lpect^Me cirde« She died in Janviary 1818^ ami 
was interred in the new burial groundj Belfiist.. 
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NOTE THE SEVENTH. 

*^ *TwB8 thus tiie sweetest baxd of Bomk, 

Mrhen banished from his friends and home, 

Uppn the lingering moment threw 

Bfiflected jojs of every hue." 

P&ge I8Bi 

OviD^— who was banishied firom Rome to Tomoft^ 
which if supposed by some to be the modem Temis* 
ware in Hungry : placed by Wdls in the 4Mi d^ 
^e of north latitude. 

NOTE. THE EIGHTH. 

wTOCEITO.'* 
•^ PageBF- 

Thia ingenious and virtuous man^ Mr. Thoma^ 
Sanderson^ whose works^ in prose or poetry^ have 
justly gained him the admiration and esteem ef his 
enlightened countrymen, is a native of Sebei^ham, 
and resides in the Parish of Kirklinton^ Cnmberland. 
To him the public are indebted^ for his well-written 
and interesting notes on the " Cumberland Balliids.'' 
His friendship wiU always be gratefully remembered 
by the Author of this publication ; whose wish it 
is^ that healthy peace^ plenty^ and tlie Muse^ may 
hng be his welcome companions. 
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NOTE THE NINTH. 
« EPISTLE BY GAELUS.'' 



Page 195. 



Mr. Andrew M'Kenzib, of Dunover^ in tlie 
County of Down^ who chuses the signature of 
Gaelus^ is a man of considerable abilities. In 
l^iO^ he published a volume of Poems which have 
been much perused and justly admired. His works 
abound in moral sentiment^ and prove him to be a 
fiivourite with the Muse^ and a friend to his fellow 
creatures. !fflessed with an amiable partner and a 
promising offspring, he enjoys in his humble sphere 
l^t domestic tranquillity which can only be attained 
hy the virtumis. 
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